Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



^/. /24/. 




SONGS, BALLADS, 



SACRED SONGS. 



Br THOMAS MOOKE. 



FATBBN0a'rB&-B0W. 

1849. 



i 



London ; 

Shottiswoodbs and Shaw, 
New-street- Square. 



Mi 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It having been represented to the Publishers, that 
the Songs and Ballads of the Author of '^Lalla 
Rookh" had never been given to the Public in a form 
at once complete and easily accessible, they have been 
induced to collect and print them uniformly with 
the editions of " The Irish Melodies " and " Lalla 
Rookh," recently published. Besides the well-known 
*^ National Airs " and " Sacred Songs/' this volume 
contains all the Songs and Ballads that are included 
in the collective edition of Mr. Moore's Works, and 
thus offers, in a small compass, the whole of those 
beautiful compositions, with many of which, in their 
musical settings, the public are so familiar. 
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HAVE TOU NOT SEEN THE TIMID TEAR. 

Hatb f ou not Been the timid tear, 

Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
Hare you not mark'd the flush of fear, 

Or caught the murmur'd sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Not flx'd on you alone ? 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart ao much your own ? 

To you my soul's affectionB more, 

Devoutly, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task of love, 

Oae long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith be o'er, 

If still my truth youll try ; 
Alas, I know but one proof more — 

m bless your name, and die 1 

>*• — 
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REUBEN AND ROSE, 

▲ tALB OF BOKAKCE. 

The darkness that hung npon Willumberg's walls 
Had long been remember'd with awe and dismay; 

For years not a sunbeam had play'd in its halls, 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of day. 

Though the valleys were brighten'd by many a beam. 
Yet none could the woods of that castle illume ; 

And the lightning, which flashed on the neighbouring 
stream, 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 

" Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse!" 
Said Willumberg's lord to the Seer of the Cave; — 

" It can never dispel," said the wizard of verse, 

" Till the bright star of chivalry sinks in the wave ! " 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 

Who could be but Reuben, the flow'r of the age ? 
For Reuben was first in the combat of men. 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on her 
page. 

For Willumberg's daughter his young heart had beat, — 
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 

When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet, 
It walks o'er the flow'rs of the mountain and lawn. 



Shall my li«ubea no more be reator'd to my eyes ?' 
" Yea, yea — ^when a epirit eball toll the great bell 
Of the mould'riog abbey, your Reuben shall rise!" 

Twice, thrice he repeated "Tour Bcuben shall rise!" 
And Rose felt a moment's release from her pain ; 

And wiped, while she Usten'd, the tears from her eyes. 
And hop'd she might yet see her hero again. 

That hero could smile at the terrors of death. 

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rose ; 

To the Oder he flew, and there, plunging beneath. 
In the depth of the billows soon found bis repose. — 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! — 
Not long in the waters the warrior lay. 

When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls. 
And the castle of Willumberg bask'd in the ray I 

All, all but the soul of the mud was in light, 
There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night. 
In quest of her love, on the wide river's bank. 
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Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell. 
And heard but the breathings of night in the air ; 

Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell, 
And saw but the foam of the white biUow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undraw. 

As she look'd at the light of the moon in the stream, 

She thought 'twas his helmet of silver she saw, 
As the curl of the surge glittered high in the beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky ; 

Poor Rose, on the cold dewy margent reclin'd, 
There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 

When — hark! — 'twas the bell that came deep in the 
wind! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide ; 

She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was decay'd, 
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the Seer of the Cave had foretold? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam ; 

'Twas Reuben, but, ah! he was deathly and cold, 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but vain her endeavour ! 

Then, plunging beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 



-1 



l>id gems tor dewdrops Ml, 
One faded leaf where Lore had sigh'd 
Were sveetl; worth them aU. 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 

Our emblem well may be ; 
Its bloom is yours, but hopeless Iiore 

Must keep ita tears for me. 



HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

Oh, lost, for ever lost — no more 

Shall Vesper light our dewy way 
Along the rocks of Crisaa's shore, 

To hymn the fading fires of day ; 
No more to Tempi's distant vale 

In holy mudiigB shall we roam, 
Through summer's glow and winter's gal^ 

To bear the mystic chaplets home.' 

' The laurel, for the common nses of the temple, for adorning the 
altais and iweeping the pavement, was supplied l^ a tree near the 
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'Twas then my soul's expanding zeal, 

Bj nature warm'd and led hj thee. 
In every breeze was taught to feel 

The breathings of a Deity. 
Guide of my heart I still hovering round. 

Thy looks, thy words are still my own — 
I see thee raising from the ground 

Some laurel, by the winds overthrown, 
And hear thee say, *^ This humble bough 

^* Was planted for a doom divine ; 
" And, though it droop in languor npw, 

** Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine ! 
'^ Thus, in the vale of earthly sense, 

" Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
^* A viewless hand shaU cull it thence, 

" To bloom immortal in the skies!" 

All that the young should feel and knoW; 

By thee was taught so sweetly well. 
Thy words fell soft as vernal snow. 

And all was brightness where they fell ! 
Fond soother of my infant tear, 

Fond sharer of my infant joy. 
Is not thy shade still ling'ring here ? 

Am I not still thy soul's employ ? 

fountain of Castalia ; but upon all important occasions, they sent to 
Tempe for their laureL We find, in Pausanias, that this valley sup- 
plied the branches, of which the temple was originally constructed ; 
and Plutarch says, in his Dialogue on Music, " The youth who brings 
the Tempic laurel to Delphi is always attended by a player on the 
fiute.** AAAa fitly km r<p Karoxofu^omi iratSt rriv Tefiirucfiv Hcupyriv us 
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Oh yes — and, as in former days, 

When, meeting on the sacred mount, 
Our nymphs awak'd their choral lays, 

And danc'd around Casfiotis' fount ; 
As then, 'twas all thy wish and care, 

That mine should be the simplest mien, 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o'er the green : 
So still, each look and step to mould, 

Thy guardian care is round me spread. 
Arranging every snowy fold. 

And guiding every mazy tread. 
And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 
Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony. 
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silv'ry tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so entirely dear ! 



WHY DOES AZUEE DECK THE SKY? 

Why does azure deck the sky ? 

'Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 
Why is red the rose's dye ? 

Because it is thy blushes' hue. 
All that's fair, by Love's decree. 
Has been made resembling thee ! 

B 4 
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Why is falling snow so white* 
Bat to be like thy bosom fair ? 

Why are solar beams so bright ? 
That they may seem thy golden hair! 

All that's bright, by LoTe's decree, 

Has been made resembling thee I 

Why are nature's beauties felt ? 

Oh ! 'tis thine in her we see ! 
Why has music power to melt ? 

Oh I because it speaks like thee. 
All that's sweet, by Love's decree, 
Has been made resembling thee ! 



THE RING.* 

▲ TALE. 

Annnlns Die Tiri. -^ Ovio. Amor. lib. ii. eleg. 15. 

The happy day at length arriv'd 

When Rupert was to wed 
The fairest maid in Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

1 I Ebould be Sony to think that my firiend bad any serioos in- 
tentions of frightening the nnrseiy by this stoiy : I rather hope — 
though the manner of it leads me to doabt — that his design was to 
ridicule that distempered taste which prefers those monsters of the 
fancy to the ** speciosa miracnla ** of tme poetic imagination. 

I find, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this story in a 
German author, Fromman upon Fascmationf book iii. part vi ch. 18. 
On consnlting the work, I perceiye that Fromman quotes it from 
Beluacensis, among many other stories equally diabolical and in- 
teresting. E. 
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As soon as morn was in the skj. 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admir*<i the happ^ maid. 

The nmds the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of^ mirth 

The day was paas'd along { 
And some the featly dance amus'd, 

And some the dulcet soi^. 

The younger maids with Isabel 
Disported throngh the bowers, 

And deck'd her robe, and crown'd her head 
With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attir^ 

Within the castle walls, 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls- 
Young Bupert and his friends repair'd 

Unto a spacious court. 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In feat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger wore 

The wedding-ring so bright, 
Which was to grace the lily hand 

Of Isabel that night. 
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And fearing he might break the gem. 

Or lose it in the play. 
He look*d around the court, to see 

Where he the ring ought lay 

Now, in the court a statue stood. 
Which there full long had been ; 

It nught a Heathen goddess be. 
Or else, a heathen queen. 

Upon its marble finger then 

He tried the ring to fit ; 
And, thinking it was safest there. 

Thereon he fasten'd it 

And now the tennis sports went on. 
Till they were wearied all. 

And messengers announc'd to them 
Their dinner in the halL 

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring 

Unto the statue went ; 
But, oh, how shock'd was he to find 

The marble finger bent. 

The hand was clos'd upon the ring 
With firm and mighty dasp ; 

In vain he tried, and tried, and tried, 
He could not loose the grasp ! 
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Thea sore surpris'd was Rupert's mind — 

As well his mind might be ; 
" m come," quoth he, " at night again, 

" When none are here to see." 

He went unto the feast, and much 

He thought upon his ring ; 
And marvell'd sorely what could mean 

So very strange a thing I 

The feast was o'er, and to the court 

He hied without delay, 
Hesolv'd to break the marble hand 

And force the ring away. 

But, mark a stranger wonder still — 

The ring was there no more. 
And yet the marble hand ungrasp'd. 

And open as before I 

He search'd the base, and all the court. 

But nothing could he find ; 
Then to the castle hied he back 

With sore bewilder'd mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth, 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procur'd, 

And none the adventure knew. 
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And now the priest kas join'd their hands. 

The hours of love advance : 
Rupert ahnost forgets to think 

Upon the mom's mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay, 
Like flowers, half-open'd by the dawn, 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovely side, 

In youthful beauty glows, 
Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 

His beams upon a rose. 

And here my song would leave them both, 

Nor let the rest be told, 
If 'twere not for the horrid tale, 

It yet has to unfold. 

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his bride and him, 
A death cold carcafis found ; 

He saw it not, but thought he felt 
Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then retum'd, 
But found the phantom still ; 

In vain he shrunk, it clipp'd him round. 
With damp and deadly chill I 
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And when he bent, the earthj lips 

A kiss of horror gave ; 
'Twas. like the smell from chamel vaults. 

Or from the mould'ring grave. 

Ill fated Rapert ! — wild and loud 

Then cried he to his wife, 
*^ Oh ! save me from this horrid fiend, 

"My Isabel! myUfe!" 

But Isabel had nothing seen. 

She look'd around in vain ; 
And much she moum'd the mad conceit 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 

These words to Rupert came : 
(O God ! while he did hear the words 

What terrors shook his frame !) 

" Husband, husband, I've the ring, 

" Thou gav'st to-day to me ; 
" And thou'rt to me for ever wed, 

" As I am wed to thee I " 

And all the night the demon lay 

Cold-chilling by his side, 
And strain'd him with such deadly grasp, 

He thought he should have died. 
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Bat when the dawn of day was near, 
The horrid phantom fled, 

And left th' affrighted youth to weep 
Bj Isabel in bed. 

And all that day a gloomy cloud 
Was seen on Rupert's brows ; 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad. 
But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanc*d, he thought 
Of coming night with fear ; 

Alas, that he should dread to view 
The bed that should be dear ! 

At length the second night arriv'd. 
Again their couch they press'd ; 

Poor Rupert hop'd that all was o'er. 
And look'd for love and rest 

But oh ! when midnight came, again 
The fiend was at his side, 

And, as it strain'd him in its grasp. 
With howl exulting cried : — 



i( 



Husband, husband, Fve the ring, 
" The ring thou gav'st to me ; 
" And thou'rt to me for ever wed, 
^' As I am wed to thee I " 
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In agony of wild despair, 

He started from the bed ; 
And thus to his bewilder'd wife 

The trembling Rupert said : 

^ Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 

" A shape of horrors here, 
" That strains me to its deadly kiss, 
And keeps me from my dear ? " 



(( 



" No, no, my love ! my Rupert, I 
" No shape of horrors see ; 

*' And much I mourn the phantasy 
" That keeps my dear from me." 

This night, just like the night before. 

In terrors pass'd away, 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 

Said Rupert then, '< My Isabel, 
" Dear partner of my woe, 

" To Father Austin's holy cave 
" This instant will I go." 

Now Austin was a reverend man. 
Who acted wonders maint — 

Whom all the country round believ'd 
A devil or a saint I 
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To Father Austin's holj cave 
Then Rupert straightway went ; 

And told him all, and ask'd him how 
These horrors to prevent. 

The Father heard the youth, and then 

Betir'd awhile to pray ; 
And, having prayed for half an hour 

Thus to the youth did say : 

" There is a place where four roads meet, 

« Which I will tell to thee; 
*' Be there this eve, at fall of night, 

<' And list what thou shalt see. 

<< Thoult see a group of figures pass 

" In strange disordered crowd, 
** Travelling by torchlight through the roads, 

<* With noises strange and loud. 

** And one that's high above the rest, 

" Terrific towering o'er, 
** Will make thee know him at a glance, 

<< So I need say no more. 

« To him from me these tablets give, 

" They'll quick be understood ; 
** Thou need'st not fear, but give them straight, 

" I've scrawl'd them with my blood ! " 
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The night-fall came, and Rupert all 

In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, as he 

Was bj the Father sent 

And lo! a group of figures came 

In strange di3order'd crowd, 
Travelling by torchlight through the roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 

And, as the gloomj train advanced, 

Rupert beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 

High seated on a car. 

And Rupert, as he gaz*d upon 

The loosely vested dame, 
Thought of the marble statue's look, 

For hers was just the same* 

Behind her walk'd a hideous form. 

With eyeballs flashing death ; 
Whene'er he breath'd, a sulphured smoke 

Came burning in his breath. 

He seem'd the first of all the crowd. 

Terrific towering o'er ; 
'< Yes, y^," said Rupert, ^ this is he, 

*^ And I need ask no more." 

o 



16 80KG8 AND BALLADS* 

Then slow he went^ and to this fieh4' ^' 

The tablets trembling gave. 
Who look'd and read them with a yell T 

That would disturb the grav6t ^ . ' 

And when he saw the blood-scrawFd nam^ 

His ejes with fury shine ; 
** I thought," cries he, " his time was ont^ .' 

*' But he must soon be mine I ** 



Then darting at the youth a look 
Which rent his soul with fear. 

He went unto the female fiend. 
And whisper'd ia her ear. 






The female fiend n6 soonef heard 

Than, with reluctant look, 
The very ring that Rupert lost, 

She from her finger, took. 

And, giving it unto tbe youth. 
With eyes that breath'd of hell, 

She said, in that tremendous voice, 
Which he remember'd well ; 

*' In Austin's name take back the ring, 
" The ring thou ^av'st to me ; 

•' And thou'rt to me no longer wed, 
" Nor longer I to thee," 
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He took the ring^.the rabble pass'd, 

He home return'd again ; 
His wife was then the happiest fair. 

The happiest he of men. 



MABY, I BELEEVT) THEE TRUE.* 

Mart, I believ'd thee true. 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 
But now I mourn that e'er I knew 

A girl so fair and so deceiving. 
Fare thee welU 

Few have ever loved like me,— 
Yes, I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And few have e'er deceived like thee, — 
Alas! dcQeiv'd me too severely. 

Fare thee well!-:- yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee.; 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 
And die with thee than live without thee. 

Fare thee well ! Pll think of thee. 
Thou leav'st me many a bitter token ; 

For see, distracting woman, see. 
My peace is gone, my heart is broken ! — > 
Fare thee well! 

' These words were written to the pathetic Scotch air " Galla 
Water." 

c 2 
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A BALLAD. 

THK LAKB OF THE DUMAL BWAMF, 
WBITTIM AT MOBTOLK, IN TIBOinA. 

** They tell of a jonng man, who lost lus mind upon the death of a 
girl he lored, and who, saddevHy dinppearing from his friends, was 
never afterwards heard of. As he had frequently said, in his ravings, 
that the girl was not dead, bat gone to the Dismal Swamp, it is sap- 
posed he had wandered into that dreaiy wilderness, and had died of 
hanger, or been lost in some of its dreadfrd morasses." — Amm. 

** La Po^sie a sesmonstres comme la natnre." — D'Alexbest. 

** Thet made her a graye, too cold and damp 

** For a soul so warm and true; 
^' And she's gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp, i 
" Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

*' She paddles her white canoe. 

** And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

*^ And her paddle I soon shall hear; 
^* Long and loving our life shall he, 
*' And I'll hide the maid in a cypress tree, 

<< When the footstep of death is near." 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds— 

His path was rugged and sore, 
Througii tangled juniper, beds of reeds. 
Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds, 

And man never trod before. 

' The great Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve miles distant frt)m 
Norfolk, and the Lake in the middle of it (about seven miles long) is 
called Drommond's Fond. 
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And, when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber his ejelids knew. 
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew I 

And near him the she-wolf stirr'd the brake. 
And the copper-snake breath'd in his ear, 
Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 
*' Oh I when shall I see the dusky Lake, 
^' And the white canoe of my dear ?" 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over its surface play'd-r- 
" Welcome," he said, " my dear one's light ! " 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night, 

The name of the death-cold inaid. 

Till he hollow'd a boat of the birchen bark, 

Which carried him offfrom shore; 
Far, far he foUow'd the meteor spark, 
The wind was high and the clouds were dark, 

And the boat return'd no more. 

But oft, from the Indian hunter's camp 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen at the hour of midnight damp 
To cross the Lake by a fire-fly lamp. 

And paddle their white canoe t 
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THB 

8TEERSMAirS 80N0, 

WlirriM ABOAllO TBI BOITON PBIOATI SStII APRIL.* 

Wbek iresblj blows the northern gtle, • ' 

And under courses snug we fly ; 
Or when light breezes swell the sail. 

And royals proudly sweep the sky ; . 
Tiongside the wheel, unwearied still 

I stand, and, as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needle's faithful thrill, 

I think of her I loye, and cry. 

Port, my boy! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Bight from the point we wish to steer ; 
When by the wind dose-haul'd we go. 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 
I think 'tis thus the fates defer 

My bliss with one that's far away. 
And while •remembrance springs to her, . 

I watch the sails and sighing say. 

Thus, my boy ! thus. 

' I left Bermiida in the Boeton about the middle of April, in com- 
pany with the Cambrian and Leander, aboard the latter of which was 
the Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who divides his year between 
Halifox and Bermuda; and is the very sonl of society and good* 
fellowship to both. We sepiorated in a few days, and the Boston, 
after a short cruise, proceeded to New York. 
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But see the wind draws kindl j aflt^ 

J^ hands are up the yards to square^ 
And now the floating sta*h-toils waft 

Our stately ship through waves and air. 
Oh! then I think that yet for me 

Sopie breezjB of fortune thus may spring. 
Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee — *- 

And in that hope I smiling sing, 

Steady, boy! so. 



SONG OF THD EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODa' 

Qua TiA difficilis, qaaqne est via nulla. 

Ovii>. Maam, lib. iii. y. 227. 

Now the vapour, hot and damp. 

Shed by day's expiring lamp, 

Through the misty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads ; 
Fiery fever's thirsty thrill. 
Fitful ague's shivering chill ! 

c Hark! I hear the traveller's song. 

As he winds the woods along ;-^ 

. ' The idea of this poem pcdured to me in passing tfaroogh the very 
dreary wilderness between Batayia, a new settlement in the midst of 
the woods, and the little village of Buffalo upon Lake Erie. This ia 
^e most fatigoing part of the route, in travelling through the Genesee 
country to Niagara. 

c 4 
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Christian, 'tis the song of fetr} 
Wolves are round theei night is near,' 
And the wild thon dar^st to roam— • 
Think* 'twas once the Indian's home ! ^ 

Hither, sprites, who love to harm 
Wheresoe'er you work yonr charm, 
Bj the creeks, or hj the brakes. 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes^ 
And the cajman^ loyes to creep, 
Torpid, to his wintry jleep: 
Where the bird of carrion flits. 
And the shudd'ring murderer sits,' 
Lone beneath a roof of blood ; 
While upon his poison'd food. 
From the corpse of him he* slew 
Drops the chill and gory dew. 

» 

* *'Th6 Five Confederated Nations (of Indians) were settled along 
the bonks of the Snsquehannah and the adjacent conntrj, until the 
year 1779, when Getieral SulliTan, with an army of 4000 men, drove 
them from their country to Niagara, where, b^g obliged to live on 
salted provisions, to which they were unaccustomed, great numbers of 
them died. Two hundi«d of them, it is said, were buried in one 
grave, where they had encamped.** — Morsels American Geography* 

* The alligator, who is supposed to lie in a' torpid state all the 
winter, in the bank of some creek or pond, having p^reviousfy swallowed 
a large number of pine knots, which are his only sustenance during 
the time. 

' This was the mode of punishment for murder (as Charlevoix tells 
us) among the Hurons. ** They laid the dead body upon poles at the 
top of a cabin, and the murderer was obliged to remain several days 
together, and to receive all that dropped ftom the carcass, not only on 
hhnsdf but on his food," 
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Hither bend ye» turn ye hither, 
Ejes that blast and wings that wither I 
Cross the wand'ring Christian's way. 
Lead him^ ere the glimpse of day. 
Many a mile of mad'ning error. 
Through the nvuse of night and terror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
On the damp earth, pale and dying. 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks^ the cordial cottage-light; 
Gleam then, like the lightning-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that's dug 
For the foul and famish'd brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood ; 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
0*er the deep and dark morass, 
Inhere the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air. 
To the Fiend presiding there I ^ 

Then, when night's long labour past, 
Wilder'd, faint, he falls at last, 

' ** We find a]0o collars of poroelam, tobacco, ears of maize, skins, 
&c by the side of difficult and dangerous wajs, on rocks, or by the 
ade of the falls ; and these are so many offerings made to the spirits 
which preside in these places." — See Chartevou^a Letter m the TVs* 
dUkmandAeMeUgion of the Savages of Canada. 

Father Hennepin too mentions this ceremony ; he also says, ''We 
took notice of one barbarian, who made a kind of sacrifice upon an 
oak at the Cascade of St. Anthony of Fadna, upon the river Mis- 
sissippi.'' -*- See HeHnqnn*a Voyage into Nor A America* 
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Sinking where the causeway^s edge 
Moulders in the slimj sedge, 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting ; 
Let the hull-toad taint him oveif* 
Bound him let mosquitoes hover^ 
In his ears and ejehalls tingling, 
With his blood their poison mingling. 
Till, beneath the solar fires, 
Bankling all, the wretch expires ! 



BALLAD STANZAS. 

I KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curl'd 
Above the .green elms, that a cottage was near. 

And I said, '* If there's peace to be found in the world, 
" A heart that was humble might hope for it here !" 

It was noHon, and on fiowers that languish'd around 

In silence repoQ'd the voluptuous bee ; . . ~ 
Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 
' But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech.tree. 

And, ^* Here in this lone little wood,'* I exclaim'd, 
'' With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye, 

" Who would blush when I prais'd her, and weep if I 
blam'd, 
*^ How blest could I live, and how calm could I die I 
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** "Bj the shade of yon suma^hy whose red berrj dips 
<( In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to reding 

*^ And to know that I sigh'd upon innocent lips, 
** Which had never been sigh'd on bj any but mine !" 



A CANADIAN BOAT SONG. 

WBITTEK ON THB BIVEA ST. LAWBENClS,* 

Et remigem cantos hortatnr. 

QunniLiAK. 

Faiktlt as tolls the evening chime 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time* 

' I wrote these words to an air which onr boatmen song to us 
frequently. The wind was so unfaTourable that they were obliged to 
row aU the way, and we were five days in descending the rirer from 
Kingston to Montreal, exposed to an intense sun during the day, and 
at night forced to take shelter from the dews in any miserable hut upon 
the banks that would receive us. But the magnificent scenery of the 
St Lawrence repays all such difficulties. 

Onr voyageura had good voices, and sung perfectly in tune together, 
^e original words of the air, to which I adapted these stanzas, ap- 
peared to be a long, incoherent story, of which I could understand but 
httlei from the barbarous pronunciation of the Canadians. It begins 

Dans mon chemin j'ai rencontre 
Deux cavaHers tr^s-bien months ; 

And the refrain to every verse was, 

A Tombre d*un bois je m*en vais jouer, 
A Tombre d'un bois je m'en vais danser. 

I ventured to harmonise this air, and have published it. Without 
that charm which association gives to every little memorial of scenes 
or feelings that are past, the melody may, perhaps, be thought common 
and trifling ; but I remember when we have entered, at sunset, upon 
one of those beautiful lakes, into which the St Lawrence so grandly 
and unexpectedly opens, I have heard this simple air with a pleasure 
which the finest compositions of the first masters have never given me ; 
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Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 
We'll sing at St Aun^s our parting hynin^^ 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids jire near, and the daylight's past 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But, when the wind blows off the shore»' 
Oh I sweetly well rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near, and the daylight's past*' 

Utawas* tide 1 this trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers, 
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The Rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 

and now there is not a note of it which does not recall to mj memory 
the dip of our oars in the St. Lawrence, the flight of our hoat down 
the Bapids, and all those new and fanciful impressions to which mj 
heart was aliye during the whole of this yeiy interesting voyage. 

The above stanzas |ure supposed to be sung bj those vcyageurs who 
go to the Grand Portage bj the Utawas River. For an account of 
this wonderful undertaking, see Sir Alexander Mackenzie's General 
History of the Fur Trade, prefixed to his Journal. 

* ** At the Eapid of St Ann they are obliged to take out part, if not 
the whole, of their lading. It is firom this spot the Canadians consider 
they take their departure, as it possesses the last church on the island, 
which is dedicated to the tutelar saint of voyagers." — Machemie^ 
General Hiatory of the Fur Trade, 
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GAZEL. 

Remehberest thou the hour we past, — 
That hour the happiest and the last ? 
Oh I not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To sununer bees, at break of morn, 
Not half so sweet, through dale and dell, 
.To Camels' ears the tinkling bell, 
As is the soothing memory 
Of that one precious hour to me. 

How can we live, so far apart ? 
Oh ! whj not rather, heart to heart, 

United live and die — 
Like those sweet birds^ that fly together. 
With feather always touching feather, 

Link'd by a hook and eye ! ^ 



A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP.' 

(SPAinSH AIB.) 

^' A Temple to Fnendship," said Laura, enchanted, 
*^ 111 build in this garden, — the thought is divine !" 

Her temple was built, and she now only wanted 
An image of Friendship to place on the shrine. 

' This will appear strange to an English reader, but it is literally 
translated from Abdallah's Persian, and the cnrions bird to which he 
alludes is the Jufiak, of which I find the following account in 
Richardson : — ** A sort of bird, that is said to have but one wing ; on 
the opposite side to which the male has a hook and the female a ring, 
so that, when they flj, they are fastened together." 

' The thought is taken from a song by Le Prieur, called **1a 
Statue de F Amitie." v 
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She flew to a sculptor, who set down before her 
A Friendship, the fairest his art could invent ; 

But so cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 
Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant, 

** Oh I never,** she cried, ** could 1 think of enshrining 

** An image, whose looks are so joyless and d|m ;^- 
** But yon little god, upon roses reclining, 

*^ We'll make, if you please. Sir, a Friendship of him/' 
So the bargain was struck ; with the little god laden 

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove : 
"Farewell," said the sculptor^ "you're not the first 
maiden 

" Who came but for Friendship and took away Love," 



FLOW ON, THOU SHINING KIVEB. 

(POBTubuESB AIB.) 

. - • 

Flow on, thou shining river ; 

But, ere thou reach the sea. 
Seek Ella's bower, and give her 

The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 
And tell her thus, if she'll be mine, 

The current pf our lives shall be. 
With joys along their course to shine. 

Like those sweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wand'rihg thither, 

Thou find'st she mocks my prayer. 

Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there ; 
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And tell her thus, when youth is o'ei^^ 
Her lone and loveless charms shall be 

Thrown by upon life's weedy shore, \ 
Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



ALL THATS BRIGHT MUST FADE. 

All that^s bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that's sweet was made 

But to be Jost when sweetest I 
Stars that shine and fall ; — 

The flower that drops in springing ;— 
These, alas! are types of all 

To which our hearts are clinging* 
All that's bright must fade, — ^ 

The brightest still the fleetest 
.All that's sweet 'was made 

But to be lost when sweetest I 

Who would geek or prize 
Delights that end in aching ? 

Who would trust to ties 

That every hour are breaking ? 

* 

Better far to be 

In utter darkness lying. 
Than to be bless'd with light and see ^ 

That light for ever flying. 
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All that's bright must fade,— • 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that's sweet was made 
. But to be lost when sweetest ! 



SO WARMLY WE MET. 
(hunoabian aib.) 

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted. 

That which was the sweeter ev'n I could not tell,— 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted. 

Or that tear of passion^ which bless'd our farewell* 
To meet was a heaven, and to part thus another,*— 

Our joy and bur sorrow seem*d rivals in bliss ; 
Oh ! Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other 

In smiles and in tears, than that moment to this. 

The first was like day-break, new, sudden, delicious,— « 

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet ; 
The last like the fisirewell of daylight, more precious, 

More glowing and deep, as 'tis nearer its set. 
Our meeting, though happy, was ting'd by a sorrow 

To think that such happiness could not remain ; 
While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to-morrow 

Would bring back the bless'd hour of meeting again. 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

(aib. — THE BELLS OF ST. FETEBSBCBGH.) 

Those evening bells ! those evening bells ! 
How many a tale their music tells, 
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Of youth, and home, and that sweet time. 
When last I heard their soothing chime. 

Those joyous hours are pass'd away ; 
And many a heart, that then was gay. 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bells. 

And so 'twill be when I am gone ; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
While other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells ! 



SHOXTLD THOSE FOND HOPES. 

(POBTUOUXSB AHL) 

Should those fond hopes e'er forsake thee, ^ 

Which now so sweetly thy heart employ ; 
Should the cold world come to wake thee 

From all thy visions of youth and joy ; 
Should the gay friends^ for whom thou wouldst banish 

Him who once thought thy young heart his own. 
All, like spring birds, falsely vanish. 

And leave thy winter unheeded and lone ; -— 

Oh I 'tis then that he thou hast slighted 

Would come to cheer thee, when all seem'd o'er ; 

Then the truant, lost and blighted. 
Would to his bosom be taken once more. 

> This ia one of the miiny instances among my lyrical poems, — 
thoagh the above, it must be owned, is on extreme case, — where the 
metre has been necessarily sacrificed to the stractore of the air, 

D 
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like that dear bird we both can remember. 
Who left U8 while summer shone roondt 

Bat, when chill'd by bleak December, 
On our threshold a welcome still found. 



SEASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 

(ITALIAN ADL) 

Reason, and Folly, and Beauty, they say. 
Went on a party of pleasure one day : 

Folly play'd 

Around the maid. 
The bells of his cap rung merrily out ; 

While Reason took 

To his sermon-book — 
Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doubt, 
Which was the pleasanter no one need doubt. 

Beauty, who likes to be thought very sage, 
Turn'd for a moment to Reason's dull page. 

Till Folly said, 

"Look here, sweet maid!" — 
The sight of his cap brought her back to herself; 

While Reason read 

His leaves of lead. 
With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 
No, — no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

Then Reason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap ; 
Had he that on, he her heart might entrap — 
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" There it is," 

Quoth FoUy, «'old quiz I" 
(Follj was alwajs good-natured, 'tis said,) 

'* Under the sun 

*^ There's no such fun, 
*' As Reason with my cap and bells on his head, 
" Reason with my cap and bells on his head I " 

But Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore, 
That Beauty now lik'd him still less than before ; 

WhUe FoUy took 

Old Reason's book, 
And twisted the leaves in a cap of such ton^ 

That Beauty vow'd 

(Though not aloud), 
She lik'd him still better in that than his own, 
Yes, — lik'd him still better in that than hisown. 



FARE THEE WELL^ THOU LOVELY ONE I 

(SIOIUAN Am.) 

Fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Oi^ce his soul of truth is gcme. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Thy words, whate'er their flatt'ring spell, 

Gould scarce have thus deceived ; 
But eyes that acted truth so well 

TTere sure to be believed. 
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Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 

Yet those eyes look constant still, 

True as stars they keep their light ; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil 

Of blushing always bright. 
Tis only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies ; 
Love lives in every other part, 

But there, alas ! he dies. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 



DOST THOU REMEMBER. 

(POBTUeUESB AOL) 

Dost thou remember that place so lonely, 
A place for lovers, and lovers only. 

Where first I told thee all my secret sighs? 
When, as the moonbeam, that trembled o'er thee, 
Blum'd thy blushes, I knelt before thee. 

And read my hope's sweet triumph in those eyes ? 
Then, then, while closely heart was drawn to heart, 
Love bound us — never, never more to part! 
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And when I call'd thee bj names the dearest* 
That love could fancj, the fondest, nearest,— 

"My life, my only life!" among the rest; 
In those sweet accents that still enthral me, 
Thou saidst, ''Ah ! wherefore thy life thus call me ? 

" Thy soul, thy soul's the name that I love best ; 
"For life soon passes^ — but how bless'd to be 
" That Soul which never, never parts from thee ! " 



OH, COME TO ME WHEN DAYLIGHT SETS. 

(ybbetian Am,) 

Oh, come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 
When smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlight sea. 
When Mirth's awake, and Love begins, 

Beneath that glancing ray. 
With sound of lutes and mandolins, 

To steal young hearts away. 
Then, come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet! then come to me. 
When smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlight sea. 

Oh, then's the hour for those who love. 

Sweet ! like thee and me ; 
When all's so calm below, above, 

In heav'n and o'er the sea. 

' The thought in this verse is borrowed from the original Fortnguese 
words. 

s 3 
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When maidens sing sweet barcarolles^ 

And echo sings again 
So sweet, that all with ears and souls 

Should love and listen then. 
So, come to me when daylight sets; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 
When smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlight sea. 



OPT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT, . 

(SOOTCH AIB.) 

Oft, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears. 
Of boyhood's years. 
The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimm'd and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber's chain hath bound me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 

* BorcaroUei, Borte de chansons en langne Yenitienne, que chantent 
1m gondolier! it Venise. — BouaaeaUf DicHonnaire de Musique, 
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When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I've seen around me fall, 
Like leaves in wintry weather; 
I feel like one, 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled. 
Whose garlands dead, 
And all but he departed ! 
Thus, in the stillj night, 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 



HARKl THE VESPEB HYMN IS STEALING. 

(bussian aib.) 

Habk ! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O'er the waters soft and clear ; . 
Nearer yet and nearer pealing. 
And now bursts upon the ear : 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Farther now, now farther stealing. 
Soft it fades upon the ear : 

Jubilate, Amen. . \ 

T 

Now, like moonlight waves retreating ' 

To the shore, it dies, along ; 

D 4 • • • 
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Nowy like angrj surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song : 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Hush I again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along : 
Jubilate, Amen. 



LOVE AND HOPE. 

(SWISS AIB.) 

At mom, beside yon summer sea, 
Young Hope and Love reclin'd ; 

But scarce had noon*tide come, when he 

Into his bark leap'd smilinglj. 
And left poor Hope behind. 

^ I go," said Love, " to sail awhile 

" Across this sunny main ; ** 
And then so sweet his parting smile, 
That Hope, who never dreamt of guile, 

Beliey'd he'd come again. 

She lingered there till evening's beam 

Along the waters lay ; 
And o'er the sands^ in thoughtful dream. 
Oft trac'd his name, which still the stream 

As often wash'd away. 

At length a sail appears in sight, 

And tow'rd the maiden moves t 
'Tis Wealth that comes, and gay and bright, 
His golden bark reflects the light, 
But ah ! it is not Love's. 
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Another sail — 'twas Friendship show*d 

Her night-lamp o'er the sea ; 
And calm the light that lamp bestow'd ; 
But Love had lights that warmer glow'd. 

And where^ alas I was he ? 

Now fast aroUnd the sea and shore 

Night threw her darkling chain ; 
The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope's morning dreams of bliss were o'er, — 
Loye never came again. 



THERE COMES A TTME, 
(gesman aib.) 

Thebe comes a time, a dreary time. 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O'er all the fields of youth's sweet prime. 

And made each flower its own. 
'Tis when his soul must first renounce 

Those dreams so bright, so fond ; 
Oh ! then's the time to die at once. 

For life has nought beyond. 

When sets the sun on A£ric's shore. 

That instant all is night ; 
And so should life at once be o'er, 

When LoTe withdraws his light ; — 
Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 

Through twilight's dim delay, 
The cold remains of lustre gone, 

Of ^re long pass'd away« 
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MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGINa THEMK 

(8WBDIBH JLIB.) 

Mr harp has one unchanging theme. 

One strain that still comes o'er 
Its languid chord, as 'twere a dream 

Of joy that's now no more. 
In vain I try, with livelier air, 

To wake the breathing string ; 
That voice of other times is there, 

And saddens all I sing. 

Breathe on, breathe on, thou languid strain. 

Henceforth be all my own ; 
Though thou art oft so full of pain. 

Few hearts can bear thy tone. 
Yet oft thou'rt sweet, as if the sigh. 

The breath that Pleasure's wings 
Grave out, when last they wanton'd by. 

Were still upon thy strings. 



OH, NO — NOT EVN WHEN ITOST WE LOVD. 

(CASHMEBIAN iJE.) 

Oh, no — not ev'n when first we lov'd, 

Wert thou as dear as now thou art ; 
Thy beauty thein my senses mov'd. 

But now thy virtues bind my heart. 
What was but Passion's sigh before. 

Has since been turn'd to Reason's vow ; 
And, though I then might love thee more^ 

Trust me, I love thee better now. . j 
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Although mj heart in earlier youth 

Might kindle with more wild desire, 
Believe me, it has gain'd in truth 

Much more than it has lost in fire. 
The fame now warms my inmost core, 

That then but sparkled o'er my brow, 
And, though I seem'd to love thee more, 

Yet, oh, I love thee better now. 



PEACE BE AROUND THEE. 

(SOOTCH AJOL) 

p£ACE be around thee, wherever thou rov'st ; 

May life be for thee one summerls day. 
And all that thou wishest, and all that thou lov'st, 

Come smiling around thy sunny way I 
If sorrow e*er this calm should break. 

May even thy tears pass off so lightly, . 
Like spring-showers, they'll only make 

The smiles that follow shine more brightly. 

May Time, who sheds his blight o'er all,' 

And daily dooms some joy to death. 
O'er thee let years so gently fall. 

They shall not crush one flower beneath. 
As half in shade and half in sun 

This world along its path advances, 
May that side the sun's upon 

Be all that e'er shall meet thy glances. 
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COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 
(fbxnch aib.) 

Whilb I touch the string, 

Wreathe my brows with laurel. 
For the tale I sing 

Has, for once, a moral. 
Common Sense, one night, 

Though not used to gambols. 
Went out bj moonlight, 

With Genius, on his rambles. 
While I touch the string, &c 

Common Sense went on. 

Many wise things saying *, 
While the light that shone 

Soon Qet Genius straying. 
One his eye ne'er rais'd 

From the path before him ; 
T other idly gaz'd 

On each night-cloud o'er him. 
While I touch the string, &c 

So they came, at last^ 

To a shady river ; 
Common Sense soon pass'd, 

Safe, as he doth ever; 
While the boy, whose look 

Was in Heaven that minute, 
Never saw the brook 

But tumbled headlong in it! 

While I touch the string, &c. 
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How the Wise One smil'd, 

When safe o'er the torrent, 
At that youth, so wild, 

Dripping from the current ! 
Sense went home to bed ; 

Genius, left to shiyer 
On the bank, 'tis said. 

Died of that cold river ! 

While I touch the string, &c 



THEN, FAHE THEE WELL. 

(old ENGLISH AIB.) 

Then, fare thee well, my own dear love, 

This world has now for us 
No greater grief, no pain above 

The pain of parting thus, 
Dear love I 

The pain of parting thus. 

Had we but known, since first we met. 
Some few short hours of bliss, 

We might, in numVring them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, 

Dear love ! 
The deep deep pain, of this. 
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Bat no, alasy we're never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure's raj. 

But still there came some cloud between. 
And chas'd it all awaj. 

Dear love ! 
And chas'd it all away. 

Yet, ev'n could those sad moments last, 

Far dearer to mj heart 
Were hours of grief together past. 

Than years of mirth apart, 
Dear love ! 

Than years of mirth apart 

Farewell ! our hope was bom in fears. 
And nurs'd 'mid vain regrets ; 

like winter suns, it rose in tears, 
like them in tears it sets. 

Dear love ! 
like them in tears it sets. 



GAILY SOUimS THE CASTANET. 

(MALTESE AIB.) 

Gailt sounds the Castanet, 
Beating time to bounding feet. 

When, after daylight's golden set. 
Maids and youths by moonlight meet. 
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Oh, then, how sweet to move 

Through all that maze of mirth, 
Led by light from eyes we love 

Beyond all eyes on earth. 

Then, the joyous banquet spread 

On the cool and fragrant ground, 
With heav'n's bright sparklers overhead, 

And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh, then, how sweet to say 

Into some lov'd one's ear. 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus whisper'd here. 

When the dance and feast are done. 

Arm in arm as home we stray. 
How sweet to see the dawning sun 

O'er her cheek's warm blushes play ! 
Then, too, the farewell kiss — 

The words, whose parting tone . 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss, 

That haunt young hearts alone. 



LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOY. 

(LAN017BD0CIAN AIB.) 

Love is a hunter-boy, 

Who makes young hearts his prey ; 
And, in his nets of joy. 

Ensnares them night and day. 
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In vain conceaFd thej lie-^ 
Love tracks them every where ; 

In vain aloft they fly— - 
Love shoots them flying there. 

But 'tis his joy most sweety 

At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty's feet, 

And give the trembler ehase. 
And iff through virgin snow. 

He tracks her footsteps fair. 
How sweet for Love to know 

None went before him there. 



COME, CHASE THAT STARTING TEAR AWAY. 

(fbbnch ajb.) 

Come, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs ; 
To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whate'er to-morrow brings. 
Like sun-set gleams, that linger late 

When all is darkening fast. 
Are hours like these we snatch from Fate — 

The brightest, and the last. 

Then, chase that starting tear, &c. 

To gild the deepening gloom, if Heaven 

But one bright hour allow. 
Oh, think that one bright hour is given, 

In all its splendour, now. 
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Let's live it out — then sink in night, 

Like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell, are touch'd with light, 

Then lost for evermore ! 

Come, chase that starting tear, &c. 



JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING! 

(POBTUOUBSB AIB.) 

Whisp'kings, heard by wakeful maids, 
To whom the night-stars guide us ; 
Stolen walks through moonlight shades. 
With those we love beside us^ 
Hearts beating, 
At meeting ; 
Tears starting, 
At parting ; 
Oh, sweet youth, how soon it fades ! 
Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting I 

Wand'rings far away from home. 

With life all new before us ; 
Greetings warm, when home we come, 
From hearts whose pr»yers watch'd o'er us. 
Tears starting. 
At parting ; 
Hearts beating. 
At meeting ; 
Oh^ sweet youth, how lost on some ! 
To some, how bright and fleeting! 

£ 
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HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 

(FRENCH AIB.) 

Hear me but once, while o'er the grave, 
In which our Love lies cold and dead, 

I count each flatt'ring hope he gave 
Of joys, now lost, and charms now fled. 

Who could have thought the smile he wore, 
When first we met, would fade away ? 

Or that a chill would e'er come o'er 

Those eyes so bright through many a day ? 

Hear me but once, &c« 



WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 

(SWEDISH AIR.) 

When Love was a child, and went idling round, 
'Mong flowers, the whole summer's day. 

One morn in the valley a bower he found, 
So sweet, it allur'd him to stay. 

Overhead, from the trees, hung a garland fair, 
A fountain ran darkly beneath ; — 

'Twas Pleasure had hung up the flow'rets there ; 
Love knew it, and jump'd at the wreath. 

But Love didn't know — and, at his weak years, 
What urchin was likely to know ? — 

That Sorrow had made of her own salt tears 
The fountain that murmur'd below. 



1 
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He caught at the wreath — but with too much haste, 

As boys when impatient will do — 
It fell in those waters of bnnj taste, 

And the flowers were all wet through. 

This garland he now wears night and day ; 

And, though it all sunny appears 
With Pleasure's own light, each leaf, they say. 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 



SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUB SPORT TO-DAY? 

(SICILIAN AIB.) 

Sat, what shall be our sport to-day ? 

There's nothing on earth, in sea, or air. 
Too bright, too high, too wild, too gay. 

For spirits like mine to dare ! 
'Tis like the returning bloom 

Of those days, alas, gone by, 
When I lov'd, each hour — I scarce knew whom — 

And was bless'd — I scarce knew why. 

Ay — those were days when life had wings. 

And flew, oh, flew so wild a height, 
That, like the lark which sunward springs, 

'Twas giddy with too much light. 
And, though of some plumes bereft, 

With that sun, too, nearly set, 
I've enough of light and wing stiU left 

For a few gay soarings yet. 

X 2 
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BRIGHT BE THT DBEAM3. 
(welsh aib.) 

Bright be thy dreams — may all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping. 
May those by death or seas remov'd. 
The friends, who in thy spring-time knew thee. 

All, thou hast ever priz'd or lov'd, 
In dreams come smiling to thee I 

There may the child, whose love lay deepest, 
Dearest of all, come while thou sleepest ; 
Still as she was — no charm forgot — 
No lustre lost that life had given ; 

Or, if chang'd, but chang'd to what 
Thoult find her yet in Heaven ! 



GO, THEN — 'TIS VAIN. 

(SICILIAN AIB.) 

Go, then — 'tis vain to hover 

Thus round a hope that's dead ; 
At length my dream is over ; 

'Twas sweet — 'twas false — 'tis fled ! 
Farewell I since nought it moves thee, 

Such truth as mine to see — 
Some one, who far less loves thee, 

Perhaps more bless'd will be. 
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Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightness 

New life around me shed ; 
Farewell, false heart, whose lightness 

Now leaves me death instead. 
Go, now, those charms surrender 

To some new lover's sigh— 
One who, though far less tender , 

May be more bless'd than L 



THE CRYSTAL-HUNTER& 
(SWISS aul) 

O'eb mountains bright 

With snow and light, 
We Crystal-Hunters speed along ; 

While rocks and caves, 

And icy waves, 
Each instant echo to our song ; 
And, when we meet with store of gemS| 
We grudge not kings their diadems. 

O'er mountains bright 

With snow and light, 
We Crystal-Hunters speed along ; 

While grots and caves. 

And icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song. 

K s 
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Not half 80 oft the lover dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady's eyes, 

As we of those refreshing gleams 
That tell where deep the crystal lies ; 

Though, next to crystal, we too grant. 

That ladies' eyes may most enchant. 
0*er mountains bright, &c. 

Sometimes, when on the Alpine rose 

The golden sunset leaves its ray, 
So like a gem the flow'ret glows, 

We thither bend our headlong way ; 
And, though we find no treasure there, 
We bless the rose that shines so fair. 
O'er mountains bright 
With snow and light. 
We Crystal-Hunters speed along ; 
While rocks and caves. 
And icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song. 



BOW GENTLY HERR 
(yeketian ais.) 

Row gently here, 

My gondolier. 
So softly wake the tide, 

That not an ear. 

On earth, may hear, 
But hers to whom we glide. 
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Had Heaven but tongues to speak^ as well 

As starry eyes to see, 
Oh, think what tales 'twould have to tell 

Of wandering youths like me ! 

Now rest thee here, 
My gondolier ; 
Hush, hush, for up I go, 
To climb yon light 
Balcony's height, 
While thou keep'st watch below. 
Ah ! did we take for Heaven above 

But half such pains as we 
Take, day and night, for woman's love, 
What Angels we should be ! 



OH, DAYS OF YOUTH. 
(fbench air.) 

Oh, days of youth and joy, long clouded. 

Why thus for ever haunt my view ? 
When in the grave your light lay shrouded. 

Why did not Memory die there too ? 
Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing me, 

Telling of joys that yet remain — 
No, never more can this life bring me 

One joy that equals youth's sweet pain. 

X 4 
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Dim lies the way to death before me, 

Cold winds of Time blow round my brow ; 
Sunshine of jouth ! that once fell o'er me. 

Where is your warmth, your glory now ? 
'Tis not that then no pain could sting me ; 

'Tis not that now no joys remain ; 
Oh, 'tis that life no more can bring me 

One joy so sweet as that worst pain. 



WHEN FIRST THAT SMILE. 
(yekstian ahl) 

When first that smile, like sunshine, bless'd my 
sight, 

Oh what a vision then came o*er me ! 
Long years of love, of calm and pure delight, 

Seem'd in that smile to pass before me.* 
Ne'er did the peasant dream of summer skies. 

Of golden fruit, and harvest springing. 
With fonder hope than I of those sweet eyes. 

And of the joy their light was bringing. 

Where now are all those fondly promis'd hours ? 

Ah ! woman's faith is like her brightness — 
Fading as fast as rainbows, or day-fiowers. 

Or aught that's known for grace and lightness. 
Short as the Persian's prayer, at close of day. 

Should be each vow of Love's repeating ; 
Quick let him worship Beauty's precious ray — 

Even while he kneels, that ray is fleeting ! 
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PEACE TO THE SLUMB'RERS I 

(CATALONIAN AIR.) 

Peace to the slumb'rers I 
Thej lie on the battle-plain, 

With no shroud to cover them ; 
The dew and the summer rain 

Are all that weep over them. 
Peace to the slumb'rers ! 

Vain was their brav'ry ! — 

The fallen oak lies where it lay 

Across the wintry river ; 

But brave hearts, once swept away, 

Are gone, alas ! for ever. 

Vain was their brav'ry ! 

Woe to the conq'ror ! 

Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs 
Of whom his sword bereft us, 

Ere we forget the deep arrears 
Of vengeance they have left us I 
Woe to the conq'ror 1 
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WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER 

(SICILIAN AUL) 

« 

When tbou shalt wander bj that sweet light 
We used to gaze on so manj an eve, 

When love was new and hope was bright, 
Ere I could doubt or thou deceive — 

Oh, then, rememb'ring how swift went by 

Those hours of transport, even thou majst sigh. 

Yes, proud one I even thy heart may own 
That love like ours was far too sweet 

To be, like summer garments, thrown 
Aside, when pass'd the summer's heat ; 

And wish in vain to know again 

Such days, such nights, as bless'd thee then. 



WHO'LL BUY MY LOVE-KNOTS? 

(POSTUGUBSE AIB.) 

Htmek, late, his love-knots selling, 
Call'd at many a maiden's dwelling. 
None could doubt, who saw or knew thei^^ 
Hymen's call was welcome to them. 

"Who'll buy my love-knots ? 

" Who'll buy my love-knots ?" 
Soon as that sweet cry resounded, 
How his baskets were surrounded I 
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Maids, who now first dreamt of tr3ring 
These gay knots of Hymen's tying ; 
Dames, who long had sat to watch him 
Passing by, but ne'er could catch him ; — 

" Who'll buy my love-knots ? 

" Wholl buy my love-knots?" — 
All at that sweet cry assembled ; 
Some laugh'd, some blush'd, and some trembled. 

'* Here are knots," said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, " of Love's own making ; 
" Here are gold ones — you may trust 'em" — 
(These, of course, found ready custom). 

" Come, buy my love-knots ! 

" Come, buy my love knots ! 
*^ Some are labell'd * Knots to tie men — 
" Love the maker ^Bought of Hymen.'" 

Scarce their bargains were completed, 
When the nymphs all cried, " We're cheated ! 
'* See these flowers — they're drooping sadly ; 
" This gold-knot, too, ties but badly — 

" Who'd buy such love-knots? 

** Who'd buy such love-knots ? 
^' Even this tie, with Love's name round it — 
** All a sham — He never bound it." 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding, 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-breeding ; 
While old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to — 
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" Take back our love-knots ! 

** Take back our love-knots!" 
Coolly said, " There's no returning 
'^ Wares on Hjinen's hands — Good morning ! " 



SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEN. 
(to an air suiro at boiob, on chbistmas jsvb.) 

See, the dawn from Heaven is breaking 

0*er our sight, 
And Earth, from sin awaking, 

Hails the light ! 
See those groups of angels, winging 

From the realms above. 
On their brows, from Eden, bringing 

Wreaths of Hope and Love. 

Hark, their hjrmns of glory pealing 

Through the air. 
To mortal ears revealing 

Who lies there ! 
In that dwelling, dark and lowly, 

Sleeps the heavenly Son, 
He, whose home's above, — the Holy, 

Ever Holy One I 
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NETS AND CAGES.* 

(8WXDISH AIB.) 

Ck)ME, listen to my storj, while 

Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing some maids will smile, 

While some, perhaps, may sigh. 
Though Love's the theme, and Wisdom blames 

Such florid songs as ours, 
Yet Truth sometimes, like eastern dames. 

Can speak her thoughts by flowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, while 

Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing there's some may smile. 

While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Cloe, bent on catching Loves, 

Such nets had leam'd to frame. 
That none, in all our vales and groves, 

E'er caught so much small game : 
But gentle Sue, less giv'n to roam. 

While Cloe's nets were taking 
Such lots of Loves, sat still at home. 

One little Love-cage making. 
Come, listen, maids, &c. 



* Suggested by the following remark of Swift: — The reason 
why so few marriages are happy, is because young ladies spend their 
time in making nets, not in making cages." 
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Much Cloe laugh'd at Susan's task ; 

But mark how things went on : 
These light-caught Loves^ ere you could ask 

Their name and age, were gone I 
So weak poor Cloe's nets were wove, 

That, though she charm'd into them 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 

Was able to break through them. 
Come, listen, maids, &c. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrought 

Of bars too strong to sever. 
One Love with golden pinions caught. 

And caged him there for ever ; 
Instructing, thereby, all coquettes, 

Whatever their looks or ages, 
That, though 'tis pleasant weaving Nets, 

'Tis wiser to make Cages. 

Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 

The task your fingers ply. — 
May all who hear like Susan smile, 

And not, like Cloe, sigh ! 



WHEN THROUGH THE PLAJZETTA 

(VBNBTIAN AIK.) 

When through the Piazetta 
Night breathes her cool air. 
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Then^ dearest Ninetta, 

m come to thee there. 
Beneath thj mask shrouded, 

ril know thee afar, 
As Love knows, though clouded, 

His own Evening Star. 

In garb, then, resembling 

Some gaj gondolier, 
ril whisper thee, trembling, 

" Our bark, love, is near : 
" Now, now, while there hover 

** Those clouds o'er the moon, 
" 'Twill waft thee safe over 

" Yon silent Lagoon." 



GO, NOW, AND DREAM. 

(SICILIAN AIR,) 

Go, now, and dream o'er that J07 in thy slumber — 
Moments so sweet again ne*er shalt thou number. 
Of Pain's bitter draught the flavour ne'er flies. 
While Pleasure's scarce touches the lip ere it dies. 
Gro, then, and dream, &c. 

That moon, which hung o'er your parting, so splendid. 
Often will shine again, bright as she then did — 
But never more will the beam she saw bum 
In those happy eyes, at your meeting, return. 
Go, then, and dream, &c. 
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TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 
(msafozjtan aib.) 

Take hence the bowl ; — though beaming 

Brightly as bowl e'er shone^ 
Oh, it but sets me dreaming 

Of happy days now gone. 
There, in its clear reflection. 

As in a wizard's glass. 
Lost hopes and dead affection. 

Like shades, before me pass. 

Each cup I drain brings hither 

Some scene of bliss gone by ; — 
Bright lips, too bright to wither, 

Warm hearts, too warm to die. 
Till, as the dream comes o'er me 

Of those long vanish'd years, 
Alas, the wine before me 

Seems turning all to tears ! 



FAREWELL, THERESA! 

(VENETIAir AIB.) 

Farewell, Theresa I yon cloud that over 
Heaven's pale night-star gath'ring we see, 

Will scarce from that pure orb have pass'd, ere thy lover 
Swift o'er the wide wave shall wander from thee. 
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Long, like that dim cloud, Fve hung around thee» 
Dark'ning thj prospects, sadd'ning thy brow ; 

With gay heart, Theresa, and bright cheek I found thee ; 
Oh, think how chang'd, love, how changed art thou 
now! 

But here I free thee : like one awaking 

From fearful slumber, thou break'st the spell ; 

'Tis over — the moon, too, her bondage is breaking — 
Past are the dark clouds ; Theresa, farewell ! 



HOW OFT, WHEN WATCHING STARS. 

(SAYOTABD AIR.) 

Oft, when the watching stars grow pale, 
. And round me sleeps the moonlight scene, 
To hear a flute through yonder vale 

I from my casement lean. 
" Come, come, my love I " each note then seems to say, 
" Oh, come, my love ! the night wears fast away ! " 
Never to mortal ear 

Could words, though warm they be, 
Speak Passion's language half so clear 
As do those notes to me ! 

Then quick my own light lute I seek. 
And strike the chords with loudest swell ; 

And, though they nought to others speak. 
He knows their language well. 
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« I come, mj love ! " eacb note then seems to say, 
« I come, my love ! — thine, thine, till break of day." 
Ob, weak the power of words, 

The hu^s of painting dim, 
Compar*d to what those simple chords 
Then say and paint to him I 



WHEN THE FIRST SUMMER BEE. 
(gebman aul) 

When the first summer bee i 

O'er the young rose shall hover. 
Then, like that gay rover, 
ni come to thee. 
He to flowers, I to lips, full of sweets to the brim — 
What a meeting, what a meeting for me and for him! 
When the first summer bee, &c. 

Then, to every bright tree 
In the garden he'll wander ; 
While I, oh much fonder, 
Will stay with thee. 
In search of new sweetness through thousands he'll run. 
While I find the sweetness of thousands in one* 
Then, to every bright tree, &c. 
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THOUGH TIS ALL BUT A DREAM. 
(fbench jjil) 

Though 'tis all but a dream at the best, 
And still, when happiest, soonest o'er, 
Yet, even in a dream, to be bless'd 
Is so sweet, that I ask for no more. 
The bosom that opes 
With earliest hopes 
The soonest finds those hopes untrue; 
As flowers that first 
In spring-time burst 
The earliest wither too ! 

Aj — 'tis all but a dream, &c. 

Though by friendship we oft are deceiv'd, 
And find Love's sunshine soon o'ercast, 
Yet Friendship will still be believ'd, 
And Love trusted on to the last. 
The web 'mong the leaves 
The spider weaves 
Is like the charm Hope hangs o'er men ; 
Though often she sees 
'Tis broke bj the breeze, 
She spins the bright tissue again. 
Aj — 'tis all but a dream, &c. 
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WHEN THE WINE-CUP IS SMILING. 

(ITALIAN AIB.) 

When the wine-cup is smiling before us, 

And we pledge round to hearts that are true, boy, true^ 
Then the skj of this life opens o'er us, 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its blue. 
Talk of Adam in Eden reclining. 

We are better, far better off thus, boj, thus ; 
For him but two bright eyes were shining — 

See, what numbers are sparkling for us ! 

When on one side the grape-juice is dancing, 

While on t'other a blue eye beams, boy, beams, 
'Tis enough, ^twixt the wine and the glancing. 

To disturb ev'n a saint from his dreams. 
Yet, though life like a river is flowing, 

I care not how fast it goes on, boy, on ; 
So the grape on its bank is still growing. 

And Love lights the waves as they run. 



WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR SHAME? 

(NEAPOLITAN AIR.) 

Where shall we bury our shame ; 

Where, in what desolate place, 
Hide the last wreck of a name 

Broken and stain'd by disgrace ? 
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Death may dissever the chain, 

Oppression will cease when we're gone ; 

But the dishonour, the stain, 
Die as we may, will live on. 

Was it for this we sent out 

Liberty's cry from our shore ? 
Was it for this that her shout 

Thrill'd to the world's very core ? 
Thus to live cowards and slaves! — 

Oh, ye free hearts that lie dead, 
Do you not, even in your graves. 

Shudder, as o'er you we tread ? 



NE'ER TALK OF WISDOM'S GLOOMY SCHOOLS. 

(mahsatta aik.) 

Ne'eb talk of Wisdom's gloomy schools ; 

Give me the sage who's able 
To draw his moral thoughts and rules 

From the study of the table ; — 
Who learns how lightly, fleecy pass 

This world and all that's in it, 
From the bumper that but crowns his glass, 

And is gone again next minute I 

The diamond sleeps within the mine, 

The pearl beneath the water ; 

While Truth, more precious, dwells in wine. 

The grape's own rosy daughter. 
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And none can prize her charms like him, 
Oh, none like him obtain her, 

Who thus can, like Leander, swim. 
Through sparkling floods to gain her ! 



HERE SLEEPS THE BARD. 
(mom^Aim air.) 

Here sleeps the bard who knew so well 
All the sweet windings of Apollo's shell ; 
Whether its music rolFd like torrents near, 
Or died, like distant streamlets, on the ear. 
Sleep, sleep, mute bard ; alike unheeded now 
The storm and zephyr sweep thy lifeless brow : — 
That storm, whose rush is like thy martial lay ; 
That breeze which, like thy love-song^ dies away ! 



DO NOT SAY THAT LIFE IS WANING. 

Do not say that life is waning. 
Or that Hope's sweet day is set ; 

While Tve thee and love remaining, 
Life is in th' horizon yet. 

Do not think those charms are flying. 
Though thy roses fade and fall ; 

Beauty hath a grace undying, 
Which in thee survives them all* 
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Not for charms, the newest, brightest, 

That on other cheeks may shine, 
Would I change the least, the slightest. 

That is lingering now o'er thine* 



THE GAZELLE. 

Dost thou not hear the silver bell, 
Through yonder lime-trees ringing ? 

'Tis mj lady's light gazelle, 

To me her love thoughts bringing. 

All the while that silver bell 
Around his dark neck ringing. 

See, in his mouth he bears a wreath, 
My love hath kisu'd in tying ; 

Oh, what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying, 

Hid within the mystic wreath, 
My love hath kiss'd in tying ! 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her, the fairest, 
Who thus hath breath'd her soul to me. 

In every leaf thou bearest ; 
Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee. 

And joy to her, the fairest ! 

Hail, ye living, speaking flowers» 
That breathe of her who bound ye ; 

F 4 
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Oh, 'twas not in fields or bowers, 
'Twas on her lips she found ye ; 

Tea, ye blushing, speaking flowers, 
''Twas on her lips she found ye. 



NO — LEAVE MT HEART TO REST. 

^o — leave my heart to rest, if rest it may, 
When youth, and love, and hope have pass'd away. 
Couldst thou, when summer hours are fled. 
To some poor leaf that's fall'n and dead. 
Bring back the hue it wore, the scent it shed ? 
No — leave this heart to rest, if rest it may, 
When youth, and love, and hope have pass'd away. 

Oh^ had I met thee then, when life was bright. 

Thy smile might still have fed its tranquil light ; 

But now thou com'st like sunny skies, 

Too late to cheer the seaman's eyes. 

When wreck'd and lost his bark before him lies ! 

No — leave this heart to rest, if rest it may. 

Since youth, and love, and hope, have pass'd away. 



WHERE ARE THE VISIONS ? 

'< Whebe are the visions that round me once hover'd, 
<< Forms that shed grace from their shadows alone ; 
" Looks fresh as light from a star just discover'd, 
And voices that Music might take for her own ? " 
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Time, while I spoke, with his wings resting o'er me, 
Heard me say, ** Where are those visions, oh where ? " 

And pointing his wand to the sunset before me, 
Said, with a voice like the hollow wind, " There," 

Fondly I looked, when the wizard had spoken^ 
And there, mid the dim shining ruins of day, 

Saw, by their light, like a talisman broken, 
The last golden fragments of hope melt away. 



WIND THY HORN, MY HUNTER BOY. 

Wind thy horn, my hunter boy, 

And leave thy lute's inglorious sighs ; 

Hunting is the hero's joy, 
Till war his nobler game supplies. 

Hark ! the hound-bells ringing sweet. 

While hunters shout, and the woods repeat, 

Hilli-ho! Hilli-ho! 

Wind again thy cheerful horn. 

Till echo, faint with answ'ring, dies : 

Burn, bright torches, burn till morn. 
And lead us where the wild boar lies. 

Hark I the cry, ** He's found, he's found," 

While hill and valley our shouts resound, 

HiUi-ho! HiUi-hoI 
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OH, GUARD OUR AFFECTION. 

Oh, guard our affection, nor e*er let it feel 
The blight that this world o*er the warmest will steal ; 
While the faith of all round us is fading or past, 
Let ours, ever green, keep its bloom to the last. 

Far safer for Love ^tis to wake and to weep, 
As he used in his prime, than go smiling to sleep ; 
For death on his slumber, cold death follows fast. 
While the love that is wakeful lives on to the last. 

And though, as Time gathers his clouds o'er our head, 
A shade somewhat darker o'er life they may spread. 
Transparent, at least, be the shadow thej cast, 
So that Love's soften'd light maj shine through to the last. 



SLUMBER, OH SLUMBER. 

" Slumbeb, oh slumber ; if sleeping thou mak^st 
" My heart beat so wildly, Tm lost if thou wak'st." 
Thus sung I to a maiden,- 

Who slept one summer's day. 
And, like a flower o'erladen 
With too much sunshine, lay. 
Slumber, oh slumber, &c. 
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" Breathe not, oh breathe not, ye winds, o'er her cheeks ; 
" If mute thus she charm me, I'm lost when she speaks.'* 
Thus sing I, while awaking. 

She murmurs words that seem 
As if her lips were taking 

Farewell of some sweet dream. 

Breathe not, oh brieathe not, &c. 



BRING THE BRIGHT GARLANDS HITHER. 

Bring the bright garlands hither ; 

Ere yet a leaf is dying ; 
If so soon they must wither. 

Ours be their last sweet sighing. 
Hark, that low dismal chime I 
'Tis the dreary voice of Time. 
Oh, bring beauty, bring roses, 

Bring all that yet is ours ; 
Let life's day, as it closes. 

Shine to the last through flowers. 

Haste, ere the bowl's declining, 

Drink of it now or never ; 
Now, while Beauty is shining. 

Love or she's lost for ever. 
Hark I again that dull chime, 
'Tis the dreary voice of Time. 
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Oh, if life be a torrent, 
Down to oblivion going, 

Like this cup be its current, 
Bright to the last drop flowing ! 



IF m LOVING, SINGING. 

If in loving, singing, night and day 

We could trifle merrily life away, 

Like atoms dancing in the beam. 

Like day-flies skimming o'er the stream, 

Or summer blossoms, born to sigh 

Their sweetness out, and die — 

How brilliant, thoughtless, side by side. 

Thou and I could make our minutes glide! 

No atoms ever glanc'd so bright. 

No day-flies ever danced so light. 

Nor summer blossoms mix'd their sigh. 

So close, as thou and I ! 



THOU LOVST NO MORE. 

Too plain, alas, my doom is spoken, 
Nor canst thou veil the sad truth o'er ; 

Thy heart is chang'd, thy vow is broken, 
Thou lov'st no more — thou lov'st no more. 
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Though kindly still those eyes behold me. 

The smile is gone, which once they wore ; 
Though fondly still those arms enfold me, 

'Tis not the same — thou lov'st no more. 

Too long my dream of bliss believing, 
I've thought thee all thou wert before ; 

But now — alas! there's no deceiving, 
'Tis all too plain, thou lov'st no more. 

Oh, thou as soon the dead couldst waken. 

As lost affection's life restore, 
Give peace to her that is forsaken, 

Or bring back him who loves no more. 



WHEN ABROAD IN THE WORLD. 

When abroad in the world thou appearest. 
And the young and the lovely are there. 
To my heart while of all thou'rt the dearest. 
To my eyes thou'rt of all the most fair. 
They pass, one by one, 

Like waves of the sea^ 
That say to the Sun, 

'* See, how fair we can be." 
But Where's the light like thine, 
In sun or shade to shine ? 
No, no, 'mong them all there is nothing like thee, 

Nothing like thee. 
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Oft, of old, without farewell or warning, 

Beaut J 's self used to steal from the skies ; 
Fling a mist round her head, some fine morning. 
And post down to earth in disguise ; 
But no matter what shroud 

Around her might be, 
Men peep'd through the cloud. 
And whisper'd, <« 'Tis She." 
So thou, where thousands are, 
Shin'st forth the onlj star, — 
Yes, yes, 'mong them all there is nothing like thee 

Nothing like thee. 



KEEP THOSE EYES STILL PURELY MINE, 

Keep those eyes still purely mine, 

Though far off I be : 
When on others most they shine, 

Then think they're turn'd on me. 

Should those lips as now respond 

To sweet minstrelsy, 
When their accents seem most fond, 

Then think they're breathed for me. 

Make what hearts thou wilt thy own, 

If when all on thee 
Fix their charmed thoughts alone, 

Thou think'st the while on me. 
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HOPE COMES AGAIN. 

Hope comes again, to this heart long a stranger, 
Once more she sings me her flatt'ring strain ; 

But hush, gentle syren — for, ah, there's less da,nger 
In still suffVing on, than in hoping again. 

Long, long in sorrow, too deep for repining. 
Gloomy, but tranquil, this bosom hath lain ; 

And joy coming now, like a sudden light shining 
O'er eyelids long darken'd, would bring me but pain. 

Fly then, ye visions, that Hope would shed o*er me ; 

Lost to the future, my sole chance of rest 
Now lies not in dreaming of bliss that's before me, 

But, ah — in forgetting how once I was blest. 



O SAY, THOU BEST AND BRIGHTEST. 

O SAT, thou best and brightest, 

My first love and my last, 
When he, whom now thou slightest, 

From lifers dark scene hath past, 
Will kinder thoughts then move thee ? 

Will pity wake one thrill 
For him who liv'd to love thee, 

And dying, lov'd thee still ? 

If when, that hour recalling / 

From which he dates his woes, 

Thou feel'st a tear-drop falling, 
Ah, blush not while it flows : 
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But, all the past forgiving, 
Bend gently o'er his shrine, 

And say, " This heart, when living, 
" With all its faults, was mine." 



WHEN NIGHT BRINGS THE HOUR 

When night brings the hour 

Of starlight and joy. 
There comes to my bower 

A fairy-wing'd boy ; 
With eyes so bright, 

So full of ivild arts, 
Like nets of light, 

To tangle young hearts ; 
With lips, in whose keeping 

Love's secret may dwell. 
Like Zephyr asleep in 

Some rosy sea-shell. 
Guess who he is. 

Name but his name. 
And his best kiss. 

For reward, you may claim. 

Where'er o'er the ground 

He prints his light feet, 
The flow'rs there are found 

Most shining and sweet : 
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His looks, as soft 

As lightning in May, . 
Though dangerous oft, 

Ne'er wound but in play : 
And oh, when his wings 

Have brush'd o'er my lyre, 
You'd fancy its strings 

Were turning to fire. 
Guess who he is, 

Name but his name. 
And his best kiss, 

For reward, you may claim. 



LIKE ONE WHO, DOOM'D. 

Like one who, doom'd o'er distant seas 

His weary path to measure, 
When home at length, with fav'ring breeze, 

He brings the far-sought treasure ; 

His ship, in sight of shore, goes down, 
That shore to which he hasted ; 

And all the wealth he thought his own 
Is o'er the waters wasted. 

Like him, this heart, thro' many a track 

Of toil and sorrow straying. 
One hope alone brought fondly back, 

Its toil and grief repaying. 



82 SONGS AKD BALLADS. 

Like him, alas, I see that raj 
Of h(^ before me perish. 

And one dark minute sweep away 
What years were given to cherish. 



FEAB NOT THAT, WHILE ABOUND THEE. 

Feab not that, while around thee 

Life's varied blessings pour, 
One sigh of hers shall wound thee, 

Whose smile thou seek*st no more. 
No, dead and cold for ever 

Let our past love remain'; 
Once gone, its spirit never 

Shall haunt thy rest again. 

May the new ties that bind thee 

Far sweeter, happier proves 
Nor e'er of me remind thee, 

But by their truth and love. 
Think how, asleep or waking. 

Thy image haunts me yet ; 
But, how this heart is breaking 

For thy own peace forget. 



WHEN LOVE IS KIND. 

When Love is kind. 
Cheerful and free. 

Love's sure to find 
Welcome from me. 
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But when Love brings, 

Heartache or pang. 
Tears, and such things — 

Love may go hang ! 

If Love can sigh 

For one alone, 
Well pleas'd am 

To be that one. 

But should I see 

Love giv'n to rove, 
To two or three. 

Then — good-bj. Love I 

Love must, in short, 

Keep fond and true, 
Through good report. 

And evil too. 

Else, here I swear. 

Young Love may go. 
For aught I care — 

To Jericho. 



THE GAKLAND I SEND THEE. 

The Garland I send thee was cuU'd from those bowers 
Where thou and I wander'd in long vanished hours ; 
Not a leaf or a blossom its bloom here displays, 
But bears some remembrance of those happy days. 

G 2 
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The roses were gathered hj that garden gate, 

Where our meetings, though earlj, seem'd always too 

late; 
Where ling'ring full oft through a summer-night's moon, 
Our partings, though late, appeared always too soon. 

The rest were all cnll'd from the banks of that glade. 
Where, watching the sunset, so often we've straj'd. 
And moum'd, as the time went, that Love had no power 
To bind in his chain even one happy hour. 



HOW SHALL I WOOP 

If I speak to thee in Friendship's name. 

Thou think'st I speak too coldly ; 
If I mention Love's devoted flame. 

Thou say'st I speak too boldly. 
Between these two unequal fires, 

Why doom me thus to hover ? 
I'm a friend, if such thy heart requires, 

If more thou seek'st, a lover. 
Which shall it.be ? How shall I woo ? 
Fair one, choose between the two. 

Tho' the wings of Love will brightly play, 

When first he comes to woo thee, 
There's a chance that he may fly away 

As fast as he flies to thee. 
While Friendship, though on foot she come, 

No flights of fancy trying. 
Will, therefore, oft be found at home. 

When Love abroad is flying. 
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Which shall it be ? How shall I woo ? 

« 

Dear one, choose between the two. 

If neither feeling suits thy heart, 

Let's see, to please thee, whether 
We may not learn some precious art 

To mix their charms together ; 
One feeling, still more sweet, to form 

From two so sweet already — 
A friendship that like love is warm^ 

A love like friendship steady. 
Thus let it be, thus let me woo. 
Dearest, thus weUl join the two* 



SPRING AND AUTUMN. 

EVbt season hath its pleasures ; 

Spring may boast her flow'ry prime, 
Yet the vineyard's ruby treasures 

Brighten Autumn's sobVer time. 
So Life's year begins and closes ; 

Days, though short'ning, still can shine ; 
What though youth gave love and roses, 

Age still leaves us friends and wine. 

Phillis, when she might have caught me^ 
All the Spring look'd coy and shy, 

Yet herself in Autumn sought me. 
When the flowers were all gone by. 

a 3 
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Ah, too late ; — she found her loTer 
Calm and free beneath his vine. 

Drinking to the Spring-time OTer 
In his best autumnal wine. 

Thus may we, as years are fijing, 

To their flight our pleasures suit, 
Nor regret the blossoms dying, 

While we stilt may taste the fruit 
Oh, while days like this are ours, 

Where's the lip that dares repine ? 
Spring may take our loves and flow'rs. 

So Autumn leaves us friends and wine. 



LOVE ALONE. 

If thou wouldst have thy charms enchant our eyes, 
First win our hearts, for there thy empire lies : 
Beauty in vain would mount a heartless throne, 
Her Right Divine is given by Love alone. 

What would the rose with all her pride be worth, 
Were there no sun to call her brightness forth ? 
Maidens, unlov'd, like flowers in darkness thrown. 
Wait but that light, which comes from Love alone. 

Fair as thy charms in yonder glass appear, 
Trust not their bloom, theyTl fade from year to year : 
Would'st thou they still should shine as first they shone, 
Go, fix thy mirror in Love's eyes alone. 
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WHO'LL BUY?— 'TIS FOLLY'S SHOP, WHO'LL BUY? 

Who'll buy?— 'tis Folly's shop, wholl buy ?— 

We've toys to suit all ranks and ages ; 
Besides our usual fooFs supply, 

WeVe lots of playthings, too, for sages. 
For reasoners, here's a jugglers cup. 

That fullest seems when nothing's in it ; 
And nine-pins set, like systems, up. 

To be knock'd down the following minute. 
Who'll buy?— 'tis Folly's shop, who'll buy? 

Gay caps we here of foolscap make, 

For bards to wear in dog-day weather; 
Or bards the bells alone may take. 

And leave to wits the cap and feather. 
Tetotums we've for patriots got. 

Who court the mob with antics humble ; 
Like theirs the patriot's dizzy lot, 

A glorious spin, and then — a tumble, 

Who'll buy, &c. &c. 

Here, wealthy misers to inter, 

We've shrouds of neat post-obit paper ; 
While, for their heirs, we've ^tc^silver. 

That, fast as they can wish, will caper. 
For aldermen we've dials true. 

That tell no hour but that of dinner; 
For courtly parsons sermons new. 

That suit alike both saint and sinner. 

Who'll buy, &c. &c. 
o 4 



88 SONGS AND BALLADS. 

No time we've now to name our terms, 

But, whatsoe'er the whims that seize you, 
This oldest of all mortal firms^ 

Folly and Co., will try to please you. 
Or, should you wish a darker hue 

Of goods than we can recommend you. 
Why then, (as we with lawyers do) 

To Knavery's shop next door we'll send you. 

Who'll buy, &c. &c- 



AS OTER HER LOOM THE LESBLA.N MAID. 

As o'er her loom the Lesbian Maid 

la love-sick languor hung her head. 
Unknowing where her fingers stray'd, 

She weeping turn'd away, and said, 
" Oh, my sweet Mother — 'tis in vain — 

" I cannot weave, as once I wove — 
" So wilder'd is my heart and brain 

" With thinking of that youth I love 1"^ 

Again the web she tried to trace. 

But tears fell o'er each tangled thread ; 
While, looking in her mother's face, 

Who watchful o'er her lean'd, she said, 
" Oh, my sweet Mother — 'tis in vain — 

" I cannot weave, as once I wove — 
*' So wilder'd is my heart and brain 

" With thinking of that youth I love !" 

' I have attempted, in these four lines, to give some idea of that 
beautiful fragment of Sappho, beginning TKvKtta fMrrtp, which re- 
presents so truly (as Warton remarks) ** the languor and listlessness 
of a person deeply in love." 
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WHEN THE BALAIKA.* 



When the Balaika 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
m dance the Bomaika 

By moonlight with thee. 
If waves then, advancing. 

Should steal on our play, 
Thy white feet, in dancing, 

Shall chase them away.^ 
When the Balaika 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
Thoult dance the Bomaika, 

My own love, with me. 

Then, at the closing 

Of each merry lay. 
How sweet 'tis, reposing, 

Beneath the night ray ! 
Or if, declining. 

The moon leave the skies. 
We'll talk by the shining 

Of each other's eyes. 

Oh then, how featly 
The dance we'll renew, 

' This word is defrauded here, I suspect, of a syllable ; Dr. Clarke, 
if I recollect right, makes it ** Balalaika.*' 

' ** I saw above thirty parties engaged in dancing the Komaika upon 
the sand ; in some of those groups, the girl who led them chased the 
retreating wave." — DougUu an the Modem Greeks, 
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Treading bo fleetly 

Its light mazes through : ^ 
Till stars, looking o'er us 

From heaven's high bowVs, 
Would change their bright chorus 

For one dance of ours. 
Wlien the Balaika 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
Thou'lt dance the Romaika, 

My own love, with me. 



AS BY THE SHORE, AT BREAK OF DAY. 

As by the shore, at break of day, 
A vanquish'd Chief expiring lay, 
Upon the sands, with broken sword. 

He trac'd his farewell to the Free ; 
And, there, the last unfinished word 

He dying wrote was " Liberty ! " 

At night a Sea-bird shriek'd the knell 
Of him who thus for Freedom fell ; 

1 ** In dancing the Romaika (says Mr. Douglas) thej begin in slow 
and solemn step till they have gained the time, but by degrees the air 
becomes more sprightly; the conductress of the dance sometimes > 

setting to her partner, sometimes darting before the rest, and leading 
them through the most rapid evolutions; sometimes crossing under 
the hands, which are held up to let her pass, and giving as much ' 

liyeliness and intricacy as she can to the figures, into which she 
conducts her companions, while their business is to follow her in all 
her movements, without, breaking the chain, or losing the measure." 
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Tbie words he wrote, ere evening came, 
Were covered by the sounding sea ; — 

So pass away the cause and name 
Of him who dies for Liberty ! 



I SAW, FROM YONDER SILENT CAVE. 

I SAW, from yonder silent cave. 

Two Fountains running, side by side. 
The one was Memory's limpid wave. 

The other cold Oblivion's tide. 
" Oh Love ! " said I, in thoughtless mood. 

As deep I drank of Lethe's stream, 
'* Be all my sorrows in this flood 

*' Forgotten like a vanish'd dream !" 

But who could bear that gloomy blank, 

Where joy was lost as well as pain ? 
Quickly of Memory's fount I drank, 

And brought the past all back again ; 
And said, " Oh Love ! whatever my lot, 

" Still let this soul to thee be true — 
*' Bather than have one bliss forgot, 

" Be all my pains remember'd too I ** 



OH, MEMORY, HOW COLDLY. 

Oh, Memory, how coldly 
Thou paintest joy gone by : 

Like rainbows, thy pictures 
But mournfully shine and die. 
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Or, if some tints thou keepest, 
That former days recall. 

As o'er each line thou weepest^ 
Thy tears efface them all. 

But, Memory, too truly 

Thou paintest grief that's past ; 
Joy's colours are fleeting, 

But those of Sorrow last. 
And, while thou bring'st before us 

Dark pictures of past ill, 
Life's evening, closing o'er us. 

But makes them darker still. 



HERE, WHILE THE MOONLIGHT DIM. 

Here, while the moonlight dim 
Falls on that mossy brim. 
Sing we our Fountain Hymn, 

Maidens of Zea ! 
Nothing but Music's strain, 
When Lovers part in pain. 
Soothes, till they meet again, 

Oh, Maids of Zea ! 

Bright Fount, so clear and cold. 
Round which the nymphs of old 
Stood, with their locks of gold, 
Fountain of Zea ! 
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Not even Castalj, 
Fam*d though its streamlet be, 
Murmurs or shines like thee. 
Oh, Fount of Zea ! 

Thou, while our hymn we sing, 
Thy silver voice shall bring. 
Answering, answering. 

Sweet Fount of Zea I 
For, of all rills that run. 
Sparkling by moon or sun, 
Thou art the fairest one. 

Bright Fount of Zea ! 

Now, by those stars that glance 
Over heaven's still expanse, 
Weave we our mirthful dance, 

Daughters of Zea ! 
Such as, in former days, 
Danc'd they, by Dian*s rays. 
Where the Eurotas strays, ^ 

Oh, Maids of Zea ! 

But when to merry feet 
Hearts with no echo beat, 
Say, can the dance be sweet ? 
Maidens of Zea ! 



** Qualifl in EurotaB ripis, ant per juga Cynthi 
Exercet Diiana choros." — Virgil 
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Noy nought but Music's strain. 
When lovers part in pain. 
Soothes, till thej meet again, 
Oh, Maids of Zea! 



WHEN EVENING SHADES ARE FALLING 

When evening shades are falling 

O'er Ocean's sunny sleep, 
To pilgrims' hearts recalling 

Their home beyond the deep ; 
When, rest o'er all descending. 

The shores with gladness smile, 
And lutes, their echoes blending, 

Are heard from isle to isle. 
Then, Mary, Star of the Sea,* 
We pray, we pray, to thee ! 

• 

The noon-day tempest over, 

Now Ocean toils no more. 
And wings of halcyons hover. 

Where all was strife before. 
Oh thus may life, in closing 

Its short tempestuous day, 
Beneath heaven's smile reposing. 

Shine all its storms away : 
Thus, Mary, Star of the Sea, 
We pray, we pray, to thee ! 

' One of the titles of the Virgin : —** Maria illuminatrix, sive StelU 
Maria." — Indor. 
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AS ONCE A GRECLA.N MAIDEN WOVE. 

As once a Grecian maiden wove 

Her garland mid the sammer bow'rs^ 
There stood a youth, with eyes of love^ 

To watch her while she wreath'd the flowVs. 
The youth was skill'd in Painting's art^ 

But ne'er had studied woman's brow, 
Nor knew what magic hues the heart 

Can shed o'er Nature's charms, till now. 

CHORUS. 

Blest be Love, to whom we owe 
All that's fair and bright below. 

His hand had pictured many a rose. 
And sketch'd the rays that light the brook ; 

But what were these, or what were those. 
To woman's blush, to woman's look ? 

" Oh, if such magic pow'r there be, 

" This, this," he cried, *' is all my prayer, 

" To paint that living light I see,- 

" And fix the soul that sparkles there.'* 

His prayer, as soon as breath'd was heard ; 

His pallet, touch'd by Love, grew warm. 
And Painting saw her hues transferr'd 

From lifeless flow'rs to woman*s form. 
Still as from tint to tint he stole. 

The fair design shone out the more, 
And there was now a life, a soul, 

"Where only colours glow'd before. 
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Then first carnations learnt to speak. 

And lilies into life were brought ; 
While, mantling on the maiden's cheek, 

Young roses kindled into thought. 
Then hyacinths their darkest djes 

Upon the locks of Beauty threw ; 
And violets, transformed to eyes, 

Inshrin'd a soul within their blue. 

CHORUS. 

Blest be Love, to whom we owe 

All that's fair and bright below. 

Song was cold and Fainting dim 

Till song and Fainting learn*d from him. 



UP AND MARCH I THE TIMBREL'S SOUND 

Up and march ! the timbrel's sound 
Wakes the slumb'ring camp around ; 
Fleet thy hour of rest hath gone, 
Armed sleeper, up, and on ! 
Long and weary is our way 
O'er the burning sands to-day ; 
But to pilgrim's homeward feet 
Ev'n the desert path is sweet. 

When we lie at dead of night, 
Looking up to heaven's light. 
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Hearing but the watchman's tone 
Faintly chaunting ** God is one," * 
Oh what thoughts then o*er us come 
Of our distant village home. 
Where that chaunt, when evening sets. 
Sounds from all the minarets. 

Cheer thee ! — soon shall signal lights, 
Eandling o'er the Bed Sea heights, 
Kindling quick from man to man, 
Hail our coming caravan :> 
Think what bliss that hour will be 1 
Looks of home again to see^ 
And our names again to hear 
Murmur'd out bj voices dear. 



NO LIFE IS LIKE THE MOUNTAINEER'a 

No life is like the mountaineer's, 

His home is near the sky. 
Where, thron'd above this world, he hears 

Its strife at distance die. 
Or, should the sound of hostile drum 
Proclaim below, " We come — we come," 



' The watchmen, in the camp of the caravans, go their rounds, 
crying one after another, ** God is one," &c &c. 

' " It was customary," says Irwin, " to light up fires on the moun- 
tains, within view of Cosseir, to give notice of the approach of the 
caravans that came from the Nile." 

H 
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Each crag that tow'rs in air 
Gives answer, ** Come who dare ! '* 
While^ like bees, from dell and dingle. 
Swift the swarming warriors mingle, 
And their crj ** Hurra I " will be, 
*' Hurra, to victory ! " 

Then, when battle's hour is over. 

See the happy mountain lover. 

With the njmph, who'll soon be bride. 

Seated blushing by hb side,— ^ 

Every shadow of his lot 

In her sunny smile foigot. 

Oh, no life is like the mountaineer*s. 

His home is near the sky. 
Where, thron'd above this world, he hears 

Its strife at distance die. 
Nor only thus through summer suns 
His blithe existence cheerly runs — 

Even winter, bleak and dim. 

Brings joyous hours to him ; 
When, his rifle behind him flinging. 
He watches the roe-buck springing, 
And away, o'er the hills away 
Re-echoes his glad '< hurra." • 

Then how blest, when night is closing. 
By the kindled hearth reposing. 
To his rebeck's drowsy song, 
He beguiles the hour along ; 
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Or, provok'd by merrj glances. 
To a brisker movement dances. 
Till, wearj at last, in slumber's chain, 
He dreams o'er chase and dance again, 
Dreams, dreams them o'er again. 



THOU ABT NOT DEAD — THOU ART NOT DEAD!' 

Thou art not dead — thou art not dead! 

No, dearest Harmodius, no. 
Thy soul, to realms above us fled. 
Though, like a star, it dwells o'er head. 

Still lights this world below. 
Thou art not dead — thou art not dead ! 

No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

Through isles of light, where heroes tread 

And flow'rs ethereal blow. 
Thy god-like Spirit now is led. 
Thy lip, with life ambrosial fed, 

Forgets all taste of woe« 
Thou art not dead — thou art not dead! 

No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

Tlie myrtle, round that falchion spread 

Which struck the immortal blow. 
Throughout all time, with leaves unshed — 

m 

The patriot's hope, the tyrant's dread — 
Round Freedom's shrine shall grow. 

Thou art not dead — thou art not dead! 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

* ♦iXto6^ *Af>/*o8i* owirw rtByriKas, 
H 2 
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Where hearts like thine have broke or bled, 
Though quench'd the vital glow, 

Their mem'rj lights a flame, instead. 

Which, ev'n from out the narrow bed 
or death its beams shall throw. 

Thou art not dead — thou art not dead! 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

Thy name, hj myriads sung and said. 

From age to age shall go. 
Long as the oak and ivy wed. 
As bees shall haunt Hymettus' head, 

Or Helle's waters flow. 
Thou art not dead — thou art not dead ! 

No, dearest Harmodius, no. 



CALM AS, BENEATH ITS MOTHER'S EYES. 

Calm as, beneath its mother's eyes. 

In sleep the smiling infant lies. 

So, watch'd by all the stars of night, 

Yon landscape ^eeps in light, 

And while the night-breeze dies away. 

Like relics of some faded strain, 
Lov'd voices, lost for many a day. 

Seem whisp'ring round again. . 
Oh youth ! oh Love ! ye dreams, that shed 
Such glory once — where are ye fled ? 

Pure ray of -light that, down the sky, 
Art pointing, like an angel's wand, 



SONGS AND BALLADS. 101 

As if to guide to realms that lie 

In that bright sea bejond : 
Who knows but, in some brighter deep 

Than ev'n that tranquil, moon-lit main, 
Some land may lie, where those who weep 

Shall wake to smile again I 



AS LOVE, ONE SUMMER EVE, WAS STRAYING. 

As Love, one summer eve, was straying. 

Who should he see, at that soft hour, 
But young Minerva, gravely playing 

Her flute within an olive bow'r. 
I need not say, 'tis Love's opinion 

That, grave or merry, good or ill, 
The sex all bow to his dominion. 

As woman will be woman still. 

Though seldom yet the boy hath giv'n 

To learned dames his smiles or sighs. 
So handsome Pallas look'd, that ev'n, 

Love quite forgot the maid was wise. 
Besides, a youth of his discerning 

Elnew well that, by a shady rill. 
At sunset hour, whate'er her learning, 

A woman will be woman stilL 

Her flute he prais'd in terms extatic, — 
Wishing it dumb, nor car'd how soon ; — 

For Wisdom's notes, howe'er chromatic. 
To Love seem always out of tune. 

H 3 
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But long as he found face to flatter, 

The nymph found breath to shake and thrill ; 

As, weak or wise — it doesn't matter — 
Woman, at heart, is woman still. 

Love changed his plan, with warmth exclaiming, 

" How rosy was her lip's soft dye ;" 
And much that flute, the flatt'rer, blaming. 

For twisting lips so sweet awry. 
The nymph look'd down, beheld her features 

Beflected in the passing rill, 
And started, shock'd — for, ah, ye creatures! 

Ev'n when divine, you're women still. 

Quick from the lips it made so odious. 

That graceless flute the goddess took. 
And, while yet fiU'd with breath melodious, 

Flung it into the glassy brook ; 
Where, as its vocal life was fleeting 

Adown the current, faint and shrill, 
'Twas heard in plaintive tone repeating, 

"Woman, alas, vain woman still!" 



WHO COMES SO GRACEFULLY. 

" Who comes so gracefully 

" Gliding along, 
« While the blue rivulet 

" Sleeps to her song ; 
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" Song, richly vying 
« With the faint sighing 
" Which 6wans, in dying, 
" Sweetly prolong ? " 

So sung the shepherd-boy, 

By the stream's side, 
Watching that fairy boat 

Down the flood glide. 
Like a bird winging, 
Through the waves bringing 
That Syren, singing 

To the hush'd tide, 

" Stay," said the shepherd-boy. 
Fairy-boat, stay, 

Linger, sweet minstrelsy, 

" Linger a day." 
But vain his pleading, 
Past him, unheeding, 
Song and boat, speeding. 

Glided away. 

So to our youthful eyed 

Joy and hope shone ; 
So, while we gaz*d on them. 

Fast they flew on ; — 
Like flow'rs, declining 
Ev'n in the twining, 
One moment shining. 

And, the next, gone I 

H 4 
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WELCOME, SWEET BIRD. 

Welcohb, Bweet bird, through the Bunnj air winging. 

Swift hast thou come o'er the far-shining sea, 
Like Seba's dove, on thy snowy neck bringing 

Love's written vows from my lover to me. 
Oh, in thy absence, what hours did I number ; — 

Saying oft, ** Idle bird, how could he rest ?" 
But thou art come at last, take now thy slumber. 

And lull thee in dreams of all thou lov'st best. 

Yet dost thou droop — even now while I utter 

Love's happy welcome, thy pulse dies away ; 
Cheer thee, my bird — were it life's ebbing flutter, 

This fondling bosom should woo it to stay. 
But no — thou'rt dying — thy last task is over — 

Farewell, sweet martyr to Love and to me ! 
The smiles thou hast waken'd by news from my lover, 

Will now all be tum'd into weeping for thee. 



UP WITH THE SPARKLING BRIMMER 

Up with the sparkling brimmer. 

Up to the crystal rim ; 
Let not a moonbeam glimmer 

'Twixt the flood and brim. 
When hath the world set eyes on 

Aught to match this light, 
Which, o'er our cup's horizon. 

Dawns in bumpers bright ? 
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Truth in a deep well lieth— - 

So the wise aver : 
But Truth the fact denieth — 

Water suits not her. 
No, her abode's in brimmers, 

Like this mighty cup — 
Waiting till we, good swimmers, 

Dive to bring her up. 



MABCH! NOR HEED THOSE AKMS THAT HOLD 

THEE. 

Mabch ! nor heed those arms that hold thee. 

Though 80 fondly close thej come ; 
Closer still will they enfold thee. 

When thou bring'st fresh laurels home. 
Dost thou dote on woman's brow ? 

Dost thou live but in her breath ? 
March I— one hour of victory now 

Wins thee woman's smile till death. 

Oh what bliss, when war is over. 

Beauty's long-miss'd smile to meet. 
And, when wreaths our temples cover. 

Lay them shining at her feet ; 
Who would not, that hour to reach, 

Breathe out life's expiring sigh, — 
Frond as waves that on the beach 

Lay their war-crests down, and die ? 
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There ! I see thj soul is burning — 

She herself, who clasps thee so, 
Paints, ev'n now, thy glad returning, 

And, while clasping, bids thee go. 
One deep sigh, to passion given, 

One last glowing tear and then — 
March! — nor rest thy sword, till Heaven 

Brings thee to those arms again* 



«*»TIS THE VINB! 'TIS THE VINE!'* 

" Tis the Vine ! 'tis the Vine !" swd the cup-loving boy, 

As he saw it spring bright from the earth 
And call'd the young Genii of Wit, Love, and Joy, 

To witness and hallow its birth. 
The fruit was full grown, like a ruby it flam'd 

Till the sun-beam that kiss'd it look'd pale : 
" Tis the Vine I 'tis the Vine ! " ev'ry Spirit exclaim*d, 

<' Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail !" 

First, fleet as a bird, to the summons Wit flew. 

While a light on the vine-leaves there broke. 
In flashes so quick and so brilliant, all knew 

'Twas the light from his lips as he spoke. 
" Bright tree ! let thy nectar but cheer me,** he cried, 

" And the fount of Wit never can fail :" 
«'Tis the Vine! 'tis the Vine!" hills and vallies reply, 

«* Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail ! " 
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Next) Love, as be lean'd o'er the plant to admire 

Each tendril and cluster it wore, 
From his rosy mouth sent such a breath of desire, 

As made the tree tremble all o'er* 
Oh, never did flow'r of the earth, sea, or sky, 

Such a soul-giving odour inhale : 
" 'Tis the Vine I 'tis the Vine !" all re-echo the cry, 

" Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail ! " 

Last, Joy, without whom even Love and Wit die. 

Came to crown the bright hour with his ray; 
And scarce had that mirth-waking tree met his eye. 

When a laugh spoke what Joy could not say ; — 
A laugh of the heart, which was echoed around 

Till, like music, it swelFd on the gale ; 
"'Tis the Vine! 'tis the Vine I" laughing myriads re- 
sound, 

« Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail ! " 



THE MEETING OF THE SHIPS. 

When o'er the silent seas alone. 
For days and nights we've cheerless gone, 
Oh they who've felt it know how sweet, 
Some sunny morn a sail to meet. 

Sparkling at once is ev'ry eye, 

" Ship ahoy I ship ahoy I " our joyful cry ; 

While answering back the sounds we hear 

'* Ship ahoy t ship ahoy I what cheer ? what cheer ? 
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Then Bails are back'd, we nearer come. 
Kind words are said of friends and home ; 
And soon, too soon, we part with pain, 
To sail o'er silent seas again. 



HIP, HIP, HUBRA! 

Come, fill round a hamper, fill up to the hrim. 
He who shrinks from a bumper I pledge not to him ; 
*^ Here's the girl that each loves, be her eye of what hue, 
*^ Or lustre, it may, so her heart is but true." 

Charge ! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, hurra ! 

Come, charge high again, boys, nor let the full wine 
Leave a space in the brimmer, where daylight may shine ; 
" Here's the friends of our youth — though of some we're 

bereft, 
*' May the links that are lost but endear what are left !" 

Charge ! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, hurra ! 

Once more fill a bumper — ne'er talk of the hour ; 
On hearts thus united old Time has no pow'r. 
*' May our lives, tho' alas ! like the wine of to-night, 
" They must soon have an end, to the last flow as bright." 

Charge ! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, hurra ! 

Quick, quick, now, 1*11 give you, since Time's glass will 

run 
Ev'n faster than ours doth, three bumpers in one ; 
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"Here's the poet who sings — here's the warrior who 

fights — 
"Here's the statesman who speaks, in the cause of 

men's rights!" 

Charge ! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, hurra I 

Come, once more, a bumper ! then drink as you please, 
Tho' who could fill half-way to toasts such as these ? 
"Here's our next joyous meeting — and oh when we 

meet, 
" May our wine be as bright and our union as sweet ! " 

Charge ! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, hurra ! 



HUSH, HUSH! 

" Hush, hush I " how well 

That sweet word sounds. 
When Love, the little sentinel. 

Walks his night-rounds ; 
Then, if a foot but dare 

One rose-leaf crush. 
Myriads of voices in the air 

Whisper, "Hush, hush!" 

"Hark, hark, 'tis he!" 

The nightrelves cry, 
And hush their fairy harmony, 

While he steals by ; 
But if his silv'ry feet 

One dew-drop brush. 
Voices are heard in chorus sweet, 

Whisp'ring, " Hush, hush ! " 
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IHE PABTING BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

On to the field, our doom is seal'd. 

To conquer or be slaves : 
This sun shall see our nation free, 

Or set upon our graves. 

SHE. 

Farewell, oh farewell, my love, 
May Heav'n thy guardian be, 

And send bright angels from above 
To bring thee back to me. 

HE. 

On to the field, the battle-field, 
Where Freedom's standard waves, 

This sun shall see our tyrant yield. 
Or shine upon our graves. 



THE WATCHMAN. 

A TBIO. 
WATCHMAN. 

Past twelve o'clock — past twelve. 

Good night, good night, my dearest 
How fast the moments fiy ! 

'Tis time to part, thou hearest 
That hateful watchman's cry. 
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WATCHMAN. 

Past one o'clock -^^ past one. 

Yet stay a moment longer — 

Alas ! why is it so, 
The wish to stay grows stronger, 

The more 'tis time to go ? 

WATCHMAN. 

Past two o'clock — past two. 

Now wrap thy cloak about thee — 

The hours must sure go wrong, 
For when they're passed without thee, 

They're, oh, ten times as long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past three o'clock — past three. 

Again that dreadful warning ! 

Had ever time such flight ? 
And see the sky, 'tis morning — • 

So now, indeed, good night. 

WATCHJfAN. 

Past three o'clock — past three. 
Grood night, good night. 



SAY, WHAT SHALL WE DANCE ? 

Sat, what shall we dance ? 
Shall we bound along the moonlight plain, 
To music of Italy, Greece, or Spain ? 

Say, what shall we dance ? 
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Shall we, like those who rove 
Through bright Grenada's grove. 
To the light Bolero's measures move ? 
Or choose the Guaracia's languishing lay, 
And thus to its sound die away ? 

Strike the gay chords, 
Let us hear each strain from ev'ry shore 
That music haunts^ or young feet wander o'er. 
Hark! 'tis the light march, to whose measured time. 
The Polish lady, by her lover led, 
Delights through gay saloons with step untired to tread. 
Or sweeter still, through moonlight walks. 
Whose shadows serve to hide 
The blush that's rais'd by him who talks 
Of love the while by her side ; 
Then comes the smooth waltz, to whose floating sound 
Like dreams we go gliding around. 
Say, which shall we dance ? which shall we dance ? 



THE EVENING GUN. 

Rememb'rest thou that setting sun. 

The last I saw with thee. 
When loud we heard the ev'ning gun 

Peal o'er the twilight sea ? 
Boom ! — - the sounds appear'd to sweep 

Far o'er the verg^ of day, 
Till, into realms beyond the deep, 

They seem'd to die away. 
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Oft, when the toils of day are done, 

In pensive dreams of thee, 
I sit to hear that ey'ning gun. 

Peal o'er the stormy sea. 
Boom ! — and while, o'er billows curl'd, 

The distant sounds decay, 
I weep and wish, from this rough world. 

Like them, to die away. 



TO-DAY, DEAREST I IS OURS. 

To-DAT, dearest ! is ours ; 

Why should Love carelessly lose it ? 
This life shines or lowers 

Just as we, weak mortals, use it. 
'Tis time enough, when its flow'rs decay. 

To think of the thorns of Sorrow ; 
And Joy, if left on the stem to-day. 

May wither before to-morrow. 

Then why, dearest I so long 

Let the sweet moments fly over ? 
Though now, blooming and young. 

Thou hast me devoutly thy lover : 
Yet Time from both, in his silent lapse. 

Some treasure may steal or borrow ; 
Thy charms may be less in bloom, perhaps. 

Or I less in love to-morrow. 
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WHEN ON THE LIP THE SIGH DELATa 

When on the lip tbe sigh delays, 

As if 'twould linger there for ever ; 
When eyes would give the world to gaze, 

Yet still look down, and venture never ; 
When, though with fairest nymphs we rove, 

There's one we dream of more than any — 
If all this is not real love, 

'Tis something wond*rous like it, Fanny ! 

To think and ponder, when apart, 

On all we've got to say at meeting ; 
And yet when near, with heart to heart, 

Sit mute, and listen to their beating ; 
To see but one bright object move. 

The only moon, where stars are many — 
If all this is not downright love, 

I prithee say what is, my Fanny ! 

When Hope foretells the brightest, best. 

Though Reason on the darkest reckons ; 
When Passion drives us to the west. 

Though Prudence to the eastward beckons ; 
When all turns round, below, above. 

And our own heads the most of any — 
If this is not stark, staring love. 

Then you and I are sages, Fanny. 
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HERE, TAKE MY HEART. 

Here, take my heart — 'twill be safe in thy keeping, 
While I go wand'ring o*er land and o'er aea ; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleeping. 
What need I care, so my heart is with thee ? 

If, in the race we are destin'd to run, love, 
They who haye light hearts the happiest be. 

Then, happier still must be they who have none, love, 
And that will be my case when mine is with thee. 

It matters not where I may now be a rover, 
I care not how many bright eyes I may see ; 

Should Venus herself come and ask me to love her, 
Pd tell her I couldn't — my heart is with thee. 

And there let it lie, growing fonder and fonder — 
For, even should Fortune turn truant to me. 

Why, let her go — Pve a treasure beyond her, 
As long as my heart's out at int'rest with thee ! 



OH, CALL IT BY SOME BETTER NAME. 

Oh, call it by some better name, 

For Friendship sounds too cold, 
While Love is now a worldly flame. 

Whose shrine must be of gold ; 
And Passion, like the sun at noon, 

That bums o'er all he sees, 
Awhile as warm, will set as soon — 

Then, call it none of these* 

I 2 
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Imagine something purer far. 

More free from stain of claj 
Than Friendship^ Love, and Passion are, 

Tet human still as they : 
And if thy lip» for lore like this> 

No mortal word can frame. 
Go, ask of angels what it is^ 

And call it bj that name 1 



POOR WOUNDED HEABT. 

Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 
Th J hour of rest is come ; 
Thou soon wilt reach thy home. 
Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 
The pain thoult feel in breaking 

Less bitter far will be, 
Than that long, deadly aching. 
This life has been to thee. 

There — broken heart, farewell ! 
The pang is o'er — 
The parting pang is o'er ; 
Thou now wilt bleed no more, 
Poor broken heart, farewell ! 
No rest for thee but dying — 

Like waves, whose strife is past. 
On death's cold shore thus lying, 
Thou sleep'st in peace at last — 
Poor broken hearty farewell ' 
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THE EAST INDIAN. 



Come, May, with all thy flowers, 

Thy sweetly-scented thorn. 
Thy cooling ev'ning showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at mom : 
When May-flies haunt the willow, 

When May-buds tempt the bee, 
Then o'er the shining biUow 

My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles she's winging. 

Through wat'ry wilds, her way. 
And on her cheek is bringing 

The bright sun's orient ray : 
Oh, come and court her hither, 

Ye breezes mild and warm— 
One winter's gale would wither 

So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was straying 

Are blest with endless light. 
With zephyrs always playing 

Through gardens always bright 
Then now, sweet May I be sweeter 

Than e'er thou'st been before ; 
Let sighs from roses meet her 

When she comes near our shore. 



X 3 
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POOR BROKEN FLOWER. 

PoOB broken flow'r ! what art can now recover thee ? 
Torn from the stem that fed thy rosy breath — 
In vain the sun-beams seek 
To warm that faded cheek ; 
The dews of heav*n, that once like balm fell over thee, 
Now are but tears, to weep thy early death. 

So droops the maid whose lover hath forsaken her, — 
Thrown from his arms, as lone and lost as thou ; 
In vain the smiles of all 
Like Sttn*beams round her fall ; 
The only amile that could from death awaken her, 
That smile, alas I is gone to others now. 



THE PRETTY ROSE-TREE. 

Beinq weary of love, 

I flew to the grove. 
And chose me a tree of the fairest ; 

Saying, "Pretty Rose-tree, 

*^ Thou my mistress shalt be, 
" And 111 worship each bud thou bearest. 
^ For the hearts of this world are hollow, 
" And fickle the smiles we follow ; 

" And 'tis sweet, when all 

" Their witch'ries pall, 
" To have a pure love to fly to : 

" So, my pretty Rose-tree, 

" Thou my mistress shalt be, 
" And the only one now I shall sigh to." 
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When the beautiful hue 

Of thy cheek throdgh the dew 
Of morning is bashfully peeping, 

" Sweet tears," I shall say 

(As I brush them away), • 
" At least there's no art in this weeping." 
Although thou should'st die to-morrow, 
'Twill not be from pain or sorrow ; 

And the thorns of thy stem 

Are not like them 
With which men wound each other : 

So my pretty Rose-tree, 

Thou my mistress shalt be, 
And m ne er again sigh to another. 



SHINE OUT, STARS! 

Shine out. Stars ! let Heav'n assemble 

Bound us ev'ry festal ray. 
Lights that move not, lights that tremble, 

All to grace this Eve of May. 
Let the flow'r-beds all lie wakings 

And the odours shut up there, 
From their downy prisons breaking. 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Love, too, bring his sweetness, 
With our other joys to weave. 

Oh what glory, what completeness. 

Then would crown this bright May Eve ! 

X 4 
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Shine out, Stan I let night assemble 

Bound us every festal ray. 
Lights that more not, lights that tremble, 

To adorn this Eve of May. 



THE YOUNG MULETEERS OF GBENADA* 

Oh, the joys of our ev'ning posada, 

Where, resting at close of day. 
We, young Muleteers of Grenada, 

Sit and sing the sunshine away ; 
So merry, that ev^ the slumbers. 

That round us hung, seem gone ; 
Till the lute's soft drowsy numbers 

Again beguile them on. 
Oh, the joys, &c. 

Then as each to his loved sultana 

In sleep still breathes the sigh. 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 

Escapes our lips as we lie. 
Till, with morning's rosy twinkle. 

Again we're up and gone — 
While the mule-bell's drowsy tinkle 

Beguiles the rough way on. 
Oh, the joys of our merry posada. 

Where, resting at close of day. 
We, young Muleteers of Grenada, 

Thus sing the gay moments away. 
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TELL HER, OH TELL HER. 

Tell her, ob, tell her, the lute she left lying 
Beneath the green arbour, is still lying there ; 

And breezes, like loyers, around it are sighing, 
But not a soft whisper replies to their pray'r. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the tree that, in going. 
Beside the green arbour she playfully set, 

As lovely as ever is blushing and blowing. 
And not a bright leaflet has fall'n from it yet. 

So while away from that arbour forsaken, 
The maiden is wandering, still let her be 

As true as the lute, that no sighing can waken, 
And blooming for ever, unchang'd as the tree I 



NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 

Nights of music, nights of loving, 

Lost too soon, remember'd long. 
When we went by moonlight roving. 

Hearts all love and lips all song. 
When this faithful lute recorded 

All my spirit felt to thee ; 
And that smile the song rewarded — 

Worth whole years of fame to me ! 

Nights of song, and nights of splendour, 
Fiird with joys too sweet to last — 



122 SONGS AND BALLADS. 

Jojs that, like the star-light, tender, 
While thej shone no shadow cast. 

Though all other happj hours 
From my fading mem'ry flj. 

Of that star-light, of those bowers, 
Not a beam, a leaf shall die ! 



OUR FIRST YOUNG LOVE. 

Our first joung love resembles 

That short but brilliant raj. 
Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 

Through April's earliest day, 
And not all life before us, 

Howe'er its lights may play, 
Can shed a lustre o'er us 

Like that first April ray. 

Our summer sun may squander 
A blaze serener, grander ; 
Our autumn beam 
May, like a dream 
Of heav'n, die calm away ; 
But, no — let life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
'Twill ne'er shed lustre o'er us 
Like that first youthful ray. 
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BLACK AM) BLUE EYES. 

The brilliant black eye 

May in triumph let flj 
All its darts without caring who feels 'em ; 

But the soft eje of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too. 
Is much better pleas'd when it heals 'em — 

Dear Fanny ! 

But the soft eye of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too. 
Is much better pleas'd when it heals 'em. 

The black eje maj saj, 

" Come and worship my ray — 

" By adoring, perhaps, you may move me !** 
But the blue eye, half hid. 
Says, from under its lid, 

** I love, and am yours, if you love me !" 
Yes, Fanny I 
The blue eye, half hid. 
Says, from under its lid, 

" I love, and am yours, if you love me !" 

Come tell me, then, why. 

In that lovely blue eye, 
Not a charm of its tint I discover ; 

Oh, why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
That ever said ** No" to a lover ? 
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Dear Fannj ! 
Oh, whj should 70a wear 
The only blue pair 
That ever said " No" to a lover ? 



D£AB FANNY. 

" She has beauty, but still you must keep your heart cool ; 

" She has wit, but you mustn't be caught so :" 
Thus Reason advises, but Reason's a fool. 

And *tis not the first time I have thought so, 
Dear Fanny, 

'Tis not the first time I have thought so. 

" She is lovely ; then love her, nor let the bliss fly ; 

*' 'Tis the charm of youth's vanishing season : *' 
Thus Love has advis'd me, and who will deny 

That Love reasons much better than Reason, 
Dear Fanny ? 

Love reasons much better than Reason. 



FROM LIFE WITHOUT FREEDOM. 

From life without freedom, say, who would not fly? 
For one day of freedom, oh ! who would not die ? 
Hark ! — hark I 'tis the trumpet! the call of the brave. 
The death-song of tyrants, the dirge of the slave. 
Our country lies bleeding — haste, haste to her aid ; 
One arm that- defends is worth hosts that invade. 
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In death's kindly bosom our last hope remains — 
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains. 
On, on to the combat ; the heroes that bleed 
For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed. 
And oh, ev'n if Freedom from this world be driven, 
Despair not — at least we shall find her in heaven. 



HERE'S THE BOWER 

Here's the bower she lov'd so much, 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here's the harp she used to touch — 

Oh, how that touch enchanted I 
Boses now unheeded sigh ; 

Where's the hand to wreath them ? 
Songs around neglected lie ; 

Where's the lip to breathe them ? 
Here's the bower, &c. 

Spring may bloom, but she we lov'd 

Ne'er shall feel its sweetness ; 
Time, that once so fleetly mov'd 

Now hath lost its fleetness. 
Years were days, when here she stray 'd, 

Days were moments near her ; 
Heav'n ne'er form'd a brighter maid, 

Nor Pity wept a dearer I 

Here's the bower, &c. 
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I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR 

▲ TIXLAXD L07B flONQ. 

I SAW the moon rise clear 

O'er hills and vales of snow, 
Nor told my fleet rein-deer 

The track I wished to go. 
Yet quick he bounded forth ; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I've but one path on earth — 

The path which leads to you. 

The gloom that winter cast 

How soon the heart forgets, 
When Summer brings, at last. 

Her sun that never sets ! 
So dawn'd my love for you ; 

So, fix'd through joy and pain. 
Than summer sun more true, 

'Twill never set again. 



LOVE AND THE SUN-DLAX. 

TouNG Love found a Dial once, in a dark shade. 
Where man ne'er had wander'd nor sunbeam play'd ; 
" Why thus in darkness lie," whisper'd young Love ; 
** Thou, whose gay hours in dunshine should move ? " 
** I ne'er," said the Dial, ** have seen the warm sun, 
'< So noonday and midnight to me, Love, are one." 
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Then Love took the Dial awaj from the shade^ 
And plac*d her where Heay'n's beam warmly play'd. 
There she reclin'd, beneath Love's gazing eye, 
While, mark'd all with sunshine, her hours flew by. 
^ Oh, how," said the Dial, " can any fair maid, 
** That's bom to be shone upon, rest in the shade ?** 

But night now comes on, and the sunbeam's o'er. 
And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no more. 
Alone and neglected, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming around her, with sorrow she finds 
That Love had but number'd a few sunny hours, — 
Then left the remainder to darkness and showers ! 



LOVE AND TIME. 

'Tis said — but whether true or not 

Let bards declare who've seen 'era — 
That Love and Time have only got 

One pair of wings between 'em. 
In courtship's first delicious hour. 

The boy full oft can spare 'em ; 
So loit'ring in his lady's bower, 

He lets the grey-beard wear 'em. 
Then is Time's hour of play ; 
Oh, how he flies, flies away I 

But short the moments, short as bright. 
When he the wings can borrow ; 

If Time to-day has had his flight. 
Love takes his turn to-morrow. 
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Ah I Time and Love, jour change is then 

The saddest and most trying, 
When one begins to limp again. 
And t'other takes to fljing. 
Then is Love*s hour to straj ; 
Oh, how he flies, flies away ! 

Bat there's a nymph, whose chains I feel, 

And bless the silken fetter. 
Who knows, the dear one, how to deal 

With Love and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings. 

So peacefully she pairs 'em, 
That Love with her ne'er thinks of wings, 

And Time for ever wears 'em. 
This is Time's holiday $ 
Oh, how he flies, flies away ! 



LOVE»S LIGHT SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Pain and sorrow shall vanish before us — 
Youth may wither, but feeling will last ; 
All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er us, 
Love's light summer-cloud only shall cast. 
Oh, if to love thee more 
Each hour I number o*er — 
If this a passion be 
Worthy of thee. 
Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 
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All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er thee, 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 

Best, dear bosom, no sorrows shall pain thee, 

Sighs of pleasure alone shalt thou steal ; 
Beam, bright eyelid, no weeping shall stain thee, 
Tears of rapture alone shalt thou feel. 
Oh, if there be a charm 
In love, to banish harm — 
If pleasure's truest spell 
Be to. love well. 
Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall last : 
All the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er thee, 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 



LOVE, WANDERING THROUGH THE GOLDEN MAZE. 

Love, wand'ring through the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair, 
Trac'd every lock with fond delays^ 

And, doting, linger'd there. 
And soon he found 'twere vain to fly ; 

His heart was close confin'd. 
For, every ringlet was a tie — 

A chain. by beauty twin'd. 
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MEBRILY EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETH. 

THB TTBOLBSB flOMO OF LIBBBTT. 

lisBSiLT everj bosom boundeth, 

Merriljy oh I 
Where the song of Freedom soundetb, 
Merrilj, oh I 
There the warrior^s arms 
Shed more splendour ; 
There the maiden's charms 
Shine more tender ; 
Ey'ry joj the hmd snrroundetb. 
Merrily, oh I merrily, oh ! 

TV«arily every bosom pineth. 

Wearily, oh ! 
Where the bond of slavery twineth 
Wearily, oh ! 
There the warrior's dart 

Hath no fleetness ; 
There the maiden's heart 
Hath no sweetness — 
Ev'ry flow'r of life declineth. 
Wearily, oh I wearily, oh! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley. 

Cheerily, oh ! 
Like your native fountains sally, 
Cherrily, oh ! 
If a glorious death, 
Won by bravery, 
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Sweeter be than breath 
Sigh'd in slavery, 
Bound the flag of Freedom rally, 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 



REMEMBER THE TIME. 

THB CASTIUAN HAIIX 

Remember the time, in La Mancha's shades. 

When our moments so blissfully flew ; 
When you call'd me the flower of Castilian maids. 

And I blush'd to be call'd so by you ; 
When I taught you to warble the gay seguadille, 

And to dance to the light Castanet ; 
Oh, never, dear youth, let you roam where you will, 

The delight of those moments forget. 

They tell me, you lovers from Erin's green isle. 

Every hour a new passion can feel ; 
And that soon, in the light of some lovelier smile. 

You'll forget the poor maid of Castile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle you are, 

Or they never could think you would rove ; 
For 'tis always the spirit most gallaut in war 

That is fondest and truest in love. 



OH, SOON RETURN. 

Our white sail caught the ev'ning ray. 
The wave beneath us seem'd to burn, 

K 2 
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When all the weeping maid could say 

Waa, " Oh, soon return l" 
Through many a clime our ship was driren, 

O'er many a billow rudely thrown ; 
Now chill'd beneath a northern heaven, 

Now sunn'd in summer's zone : 
And still, where'er we bent our way, 

When eyening bid the west wave burn, 
I fancied still I heai*d her say, 

*< Oh, soon return I " 

If ever yet my bosom found 

Its thoughts one moment turn'd from thee, 
'Twas when the combat rag'd around, 

And brave men look'd to me. 
But though the war-field's wild alarm 

For gentle Love was all unmeet. 
He lent to Glory's brow the charm, 

Which made even danger sweet. 
And still, when vict'ry's calm came o'er 

The hearts where rage had ceas'd to burn, 
Those parting words I heard once more, 

•* Oh, soon return ! — Oh, soon return ! " 



LOVE THEE? 

Love thee ? — so well, so tenderly 
Thou'rt lov'd, adored by me. 

Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty. 
Were worthless without thee. 
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Though brimm'd with blessings, pure and rare, 

Life's cup before me lay, 
Unless thy love were mingled there, 

rd sparn the draught away. 
Love thee ? — so well, so tenderly 

Thou'rt lov'd, ador'd by me. 
Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty. 

Are worthless without tliee. 

Without thy smile, the monarch's lot 

To me were dark and lone. 
While, tinth it, ev'n the humblest cot 

Were brighter than his throne. 
Those worlds, for which the conqu'ror sighs, 

For me would have no charms ; 
My only world thy gentle eyes — 

My throne thy circling arms ! 
Oh, yes, so well, so tenderly 

Thou'rt lov'd, ador'd by me, 
Whole realms of light and liberty 

Were worthless without thee. 



ONE DEAR SMILE. 

CouLDST thou look as dear as when 

First I sigh'd for thee ; 
Couldst thou make me feel again 
Every wish I breath'd thee then. 

Oh, how blissful life would be ! 

K 3 
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Hopes, that now beguiling leave me, 
JojSi that lie in slumber cold — 

All would wake, couldst thou but give me 
One dear smile like those of old. 

Ko — there'is nothing left us now, 

But to mourn the past ; 
Vain was every ardent vow — 
Never jet did heaven allow 

Love so warm, so wild^ to last. 
Not even hope could now deceive me — 

Life itself looks dark and cold : 
Oh, thou never more canst give me 

One dear smile like those of old. 



TES, YES, WHEN THE BLOOM. 

Yes, yes, when the bloom of Love's boyhood is o'er, 
He'll turn into friendship that feels no decay ; 

And, though Time may take from him the wings he 
once wore, 

The charms that remain will be bright as before. 
And he'll lose but his young trick of flying away. 

Then let it console thee, if Love should not stay. 

That Friendship our last happy moments will crown : 
Like the shadows of morning Love lessens away. 
While Friendship, like those at the closing of day. 
Will linger and lengthen as life's sun goes down. 
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THE DAY OF LOVR 

The beam of morning trembling 
Stole o'er the mountain brook, 
With timid ray resembling 
Affections earlj look. 
Thus love begins — sweet mom of love I 

The noon-tide ray ascended. 

And o'er the valley's stream 
Diffus'd a glow as splendid 
As passion's riper dream. 
Thus love expands — warm noon of love ! 

But evening came, o'ershading 

The glories of the sky, 
Like faith and fondness fading, 

From passion's alter'd eye. 
Thus love declines — cold eve of love ! 



LUSITANIAN WAR-SONG. 

The song of war shall echo through our mountains, 

Till not one hateful link remains 

Of slavery's lingering chains ; 

Till not one tyrant tread our plains, 
Nor traitor lip pollute our fountains. 

No ! never till that glorious day 

Shall Lusitania's sons be gay. 

Or hear, oh Peace, thy welcome lay 
Resounding through her sunny mountains. 
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The song of war shall echo through our mountains^ 
Till Victory's self shall, smiling, saj, 
'' Tour cloud of foes hath pass'd awaj, 
^ And Freedom comes, with new-bom ray, 

** To gild your vines and light your fountains.** 
Oh, nerer till that glorious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons be gay. 
Or hear, sweet Peace, thy welcome lay 

Resounding through her sunny mountains. 



THE TOUNG ROSE. 

The young rose I give thee, so dewy and bright. 
Was the flow'ret most dear to the sweet bird of night, 
Who oft, by the moon, o'er her blushes hath hung. 
And thrill'd ev'ry leaf with the wild lay he sung. 

Oh, take thou this young rose, and let her life be 
Prolonged by the breath she will borrow from thee ; 
For, while o'er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill, 
Shell think the sweet night-bird is courting her still 



WHEN MIDST THE GAY I MEET. 

When midst the gay I meet 

That gentle smile of thine, 
Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

I scarce can call it mine : 



■m 
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But when to me alone 

Your secret tears you show, 
Oh, then I feel those tears my own, 

And claim them while they flow. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less. 

But keep your tears for me. 

The snow on Jura's steep 

Can smile in many a beam. 
Yet still in chains of coldness sleep, 

How bright soe'er it seem. 
But, when some deep-felt ray, 

Whose touch is fire, appears, 
Oh, then the smile is warm'd away. 

And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less, 

But keep your tears for me. 



WHEN TWILIGHT DEWS. 

When twilight dews are falling soft 

Upon the rosy sea, love, 
I watch the star, whose beam so oft 

Has lighted me to thee, love. 
And thou too, on that orb so dear, 

Bost often gaze at even, 
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And thinks though lost for ever here, 
Thott'lt jet be mine in heaven. 

There's not a garden-walk I tread, 

There's not a flow'r I see, love. 
Bat brings to mind some hope that's fled, 

Some joy that's gone with thee, love. 
And still I wish that hour was near, 

When, friends and foes forgiven, 
The pains, the ills we've wept through here. 

May turn to smiles in heaven. 



YOUNG JESSICA 

Youxa Jessica sat all the day. 

With heart o'er idle love-thoughts pining ; 
Her needle bright beside her lay. 

So active once ! — now idly shining. 
Ah, Jessy, 'tis in idle hearts 

That love and mischief are most nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 



The child, who with a magnet plays. 

Well knowing all its arts, so wily. 
The tempter near a needle lays. 

And laughing says, " We'U steal it slily. 
The needle, having nought to do. 

Is pleas'd to let the magnet wheedle ; 
Till closer, closer come the two. 

And — off, at length, elopes the needle. 



» 
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Now, had this needle tum'd its eye 

To some gaj reticule's construction, 
It ne'er had stray'd from duty's tie, 

Nor felt the magnet's sly seduction. 
Thus, girls, would you keep quiet hearts. 

Your snowy fingers must be nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 



HOW HAPPY, ONCE. 

How happy, once, though wing'd with sighs, 

My moments flew along. 
While looking on those smiling eyes, 

And list'ning to thy magic song ! 
But vanish'd now, like summer dreams, 

Those moments smile no more ; 
For me that eye no longer beams. 

That song for me is o'er. 
Mine the cold brow. 
That speaks thy alter'd vow. 
While others feel thy sunshine now. 

Oh, could I change my love like thee. 

One hope might yet be mine — 
Some other eyes as bright to see. 

And hear a voice as sweet as thine : 
But never, never can this heart 

Be wak'd to life again ; 



140 BONOS AKD BALLADS. 

With thee it lost its vital part, 

And withered then ! 
Cold its pulse lies, 
And mute are ev*n its sighs, 
All other grief it now defies. 



I LOVE BUT THER 

If, after all, you still will doubt and fear me, 
And think this heart to other loves will stray, 

K I must swear, then, lovelj doubter, hear me ; 
By ev'ry dream I have when thou'rt away. 

By ev'ry throb I feel when thou art near me, 
I love but thee — I love but thee ! 

By those dark eyes, where light is ever playing, 
Where Love, in depth of shadow, holds his throne, 

And by those lips, which give whate'er thou'rt saying, 
Or grave or gay, a music of its own, 

A music far beyond all minstrel's playing, 
I love but thee — I love but thee! 

By that fair brow, where Innocence reposes, 
As pure as moonlight sleeping upon snow. 

And by that cheek, whose fleeting blush discloses 
A hue too bright to bless this world below. 

And only fit to dwell on Eden's roses, 
I love but thee — I love but thee I 
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LET JOY ALONE BE REMEMBERD NOW. 

Let thy jojs alone be remember'd now, 

Let thy sorrows go sleep awhile ; 
Or if thought's dark cloud come o'er thy brow, 

Let Love light it up with his smile. 
For thus to meet, and thus to find. 

That Time, whose touch can chill 
Each flower of form, each grace of mind, 

Hath left thee blooming still, — 
Oh, joy alone should be thought of now. 

Let our sorrows go sleep awhile ; 
Or, should thought's dark cloud come o'er thy brow. 

Let Love light it up with his smile. 

When the flowers of life's sweet garden fade, 

If but one bright leaf remain. 
Of the many that once its glory made. 

It is not for us to complain. 
But thus to meet and thus to wake 

In all Love's early bliss ; 
Oh, Time all other gifts may take. 

So he but leaves us this ! 
Then let joy alone be remember'd now, 

Let our sorrows go sleep awhile ; 
Or if thought's dark cloud come o'er thy brow. 

Let Love light it up with his smile! 



LOVE THEE, DEABEST? LOVE THEE? 

Love thee, dearest ? love thee ? 
Yes, by yonder star I swear, 
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Which through tears above thee 

Shines so sadly fair ; 
Though often dim. 
With tears, like him, 
Like him my truth will shine, 

And — love thee, dearest? love thee ? 
Yes, till death Tm thine. 

Leave thee, dearest ? leave thee ? 

No, that star is not more true ; 
When my vows deceive thee. 

He will wander too. 
A cloud of night 
May veil his light. 
And death shall darken mine — 

But — leave thee, dearest ? leave thee? 
No, till death I'm thine. 



MY HEABT AND LUTE. 

I GIVE thee all — I can no more — 

Though poor the offering be ; 
My heart and lute are all the store 

That I can bring to thee. 
A lute whose gentle song reveals 

The soul of love full well ; 
And, better far, a heart that feels 

Much more than lute could tell. 

Though love and song may fail, alas ! 
To keep life's clouds away, 
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At least 'twill make them lighter pass 

Or gild them if they stay. 
And ev'n if Care, at moments, flings 

A discord o'er life's happy strain, 
Let love but gently touch the strings, 

'TwiU all be sweet again I 



PEACE, PEACE TO HIM THAT'S GONE I 

When I am dead 

Then lay my head 
In some lone, distant dell. 

Where voices ne'er 

Shall stir the air. 
Or break its silent spelL 

If any sound 
Be heard around, 
Let the sweet bird alone. 
That weeps in song 
Sing all night long, 
" Peace, peace, to him that's gone !" 

Yet, oh, were mine 

One sigh of thine, 
One pitying word from thee, 

Like gleams of heav'n, 

To sinners giv'n, 
Would be that word to me. 
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Howe'er unblest, 

Mj shade would rest 
While list'ning to that tone ; — 

Enough 'twould be 

To hear from thee, 
*' Peace, peace,* to him that's gone ! *' 



ROSE OF THE DESERT. 

Rose of the Desert ! thou, whose blushing ray. 
Lonely and lovely, fleets unseen away ; 
No hand to cull thee, none to woo thy sigh, — 
In vestal silence left to live and die,-— 
Rose of the Desert ! thus should woman be. 
Shining ancourted, lone and safe, like thee. 

Rose of the Garden, how unlike thy doom ! 
Destin'd for others, not thyself, to bloom ; 
Cull'd e'er thy beauty lives through half its day; 
A moment cherish'd, and then cast away ; 
Rose of the Garden ! such is woman's lot, — 
Worshipp'd, while blooming — when she fades, forgot. 



'TIS ALL FOR THEE. 

If life for me hath joy or light, 

'Tis all from thee. 
My thoughts by day, my dreams by night. 

Are but of thee, of only thee. 
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Whate'er of hope or peace I know, 
My zest in joy, my balm in woe, 
To those dear eyes of thine I owe, 
'Tis all from thee. 

My heart, ev'n ere I saw those eyes, 

Seem'd doom'd to thee ; 
Kept pure till then from other ties, 

*Twas all for thee, for only thee. 
Like plants that sleep, till sunny May 
Calls forth their life, my spirit lay, 
Till, touch*d by Love's awak'ning ray, 

It liv'd for thee, it liv'd for thee. 

When Fame would call me to her heights, 

She speaks by thee ; 
And dim would shine her proudest lights, 

Unshar'd by thee, unshar'd by thee. 
Whene'er I seek the Muse's shrine. 
Where Bards have hung their wreaths divine. 
And wish those wreaths of glory mine, 

'Tis all for thee, for only thee. 



THE SONG OF THE OLDEN TIME.» 

There's a song of the olden time. 
Falling sad o'er the ear, 

* In this song, which is one of the many set to music by myself, the 
occasional lawlessness of the metre arises, I need hardly say, irom the 
peculiar stmctnre of the air. 
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Like the dream of some village chime, 

Which in jouth we lor'd to hear. 
And ev'n amidst the grand and gaj, 

When Music tries her gentlest art, 
I never hear so sweet a lay, 

Or one that hangs so round m j heart, 
As that song of the olden time, 

Falling sad o'er the ear, 
Like the dream of some village chime, 

Which in youth we lov'd to hear. 

And when all of this life is gone, — 

Ev'n the hope, ling'ring now, 
Like the last of the leaves left on 

Autumn's sere and faded bough, — 
'Twill seem as still those friends were near. 

Who lov'd me in youth's early day. 
If in that parting hour I hear 

The same sweet notes, and die away, — 
To that song of the olden time. 

Breathed, like Hope's farewell strain, 
To say, in some brighter clime, 

Life and youth will shine again ! 



WAKE THEE, MY DEAR. 

Wakb thee, my dear — thy dreaming 
Till darker hours will keep ; 

While such a moon is beaming, 
'Tis wrong tow'rds Heav'n to sleep < 
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Moments there are we number, 

Moments of pain and care, 
Which to oblivious slumber 

Gladly the wretch could spare. 
But now — who'd think of dreaming 

When Love his watch should keep ? 
While such a moon is beaming, 

'Tis wrong tow'rds Heav'n to sleep. 

If e'er the Fates should sever 

Mj life and hopes from thee, love, 
The sleep that lasts for ever 

Would then be sweet to me, love ; 
But now, — away with dreaming ! 

Till darker hours 'twill keep ; 
While such a moon is beaming, 

'Tis wrong tow'rds Heav'n to sleep. 



THE BOY OF THE ALPS.» 

Lightly, Alpine rover, 

Tread the mountains over ; 

Rude is the path thou'st yet to go ; 

Snow cliffs hanging o'er thee. 

Fields of ice befoze thee. 
While the hid torrent moans below. 
Hark, tlie deep thunder. 
Through the vales yonder ! 
'Tis the huge av'lanche downward cast ; 

> This and the Songs that follow (as far as page 180.) have been 
pabUshed, with music, by Messrs. Addison and Beale, Regent Street. 
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From rock to rock 

Rebounds the shock. 
But courage, boy ! the danger's past. 

Onward, youthful rover, 

Tread the glacier over, 
Safe sbalt thou reach th j home at last. 
On, ere light forsake thee. 
Soon will dusk o'ertake thee : 
O'er yon ice-bridge lies thy way I 

Now, for the risk prepare thee ; 

Safe it yet may bear thee. 
Though 'twill melt in morning's ray. 

Hark, that dread howling ! 

*Tis the wolf prowling. 

Scent of thy track the foe hath got ; 

And cliff and shore 

Resound his roar. 
But courage, boy, — the danger's past! 

Watching eyes have found thee, 

Loving arms are round thee. 
Safe hast thou reach'd thy father's cot. 



rOR THEE ALONE. 

For thee alone I brave the boundless deep. 
Those eyes my light through ev'ry distant sea ; 

My waking thoughts, the dream that gilds my sleep, 
The noon-tide rev'rie, all are giv'n to thee, 
To thee alone, to thee alone. 
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Though future scenes present to Fancy's eje 
Fair forms of light that crowd the distant air, 

When nearer view'd the fairy phantoms fly, 
The crowds dissolve, and thou alone art there, 
Thou, thou alone. 

To win thy smile, I speed from shore to shore. 
While Hope's sweet voice is heard in every blast. 

Still whisp'ring on, that when some years are o'er. 
One bright reward shall crown my toil at last, 
Thy smile alone, thy smile alone. 

Oh, place beside the transport of that hour 
All earth can boast of fair, of rich, and bright. 

Wealth's radiant mines, the lofty thrones of power, — 
Then ask where first thy lover s choice would light ? 
On thee alone, on thee alone. 



HER LAST WORDS, AT PARTING. 

Her last words, at parting, how can I forget ? 

Deep treasur'd through life, in my heart they shall 
stay ; 
Like music, whose charm in the soul lingers yet. 

When its sounds from the ear have long melted away. 
Let Fortune assail me, her threat'nings are vain ; 

Those still-breathing words shall my talisman be, — 
*' Remember, in absence, in sorrow, and pain, 

" There's one heart, unchanging, that beats but for 
thee." 

L 3 
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From the de8ert*8 sweet well tho' the pilgrim must hie^ 

Never more of that fresh-springing fountain to taste^ 
lie hath still of its bright drops a treasur d supply, 

Whose sweetness lends life to his lips through the 
waste. 
So, dark as mj fate is still doom'd to remain, 

These words shall mj well in the wilderness be, — 
*' Remember, in absence, in sorrow, and pain, 

" There's one heart, unchanging, that beats but for 
thee.** 



LETS TAKE THIS WORLD AS SOME WIDE SCENE. 

Let's take this world as some wide scene, 

Through which, in frail, but buoyant boat. 
With skies now dark and now serene. 

Together thou and I must float ; 
Beholding oft, on either shore. 

Bright spots where we should love to stay ; 
But Time plies swift his flying oar. 

And away we speed, away, away. 

Should chilling winds and rains come on. 

We'll raise our awning 'gainst the show'r ; 
Sit closer till the storm is gone. 

And, smiling, wait a sunnier hour. 
And if that sunnier hour should shine, 

We'll know its brightness cannot stay. 
But happy, while 'tis thine and mine. 

Complain not when it fades away. 
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So shall we reach at last that Fall 

Down which life's currents all must go, — 
The dark, the brilliant, destin'd all 

To sink into the void below. 
Nor ey'n that hour shall want its charms, 

If, side bj side, still fond we keep. 
And calmly, in each other's arms 

Together link'd, go down the steep. 



LOVE'S VICTORY. 

Smo to Love — for, oh, 'twas he 

Who won the glorious day ; 
Strew the wreaths of victory 

Along the conqu'ror's way. 
Yoke the Muses to his car, 

Let them sing each trophy won ; 
While his mother's joyous star 

Shall light the triumph on. 

Hail to Love, to mighty Love, 

Let spirits sing around ; 
While the hill, the dale, and grove, 

With " mighty Love," resound ; 
Or, should a sigh of sorrow steal 

Amid the sounds thus echo'd o'er 
'Twill but teach the god to feel 

His victories the more. 

L 4 
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See his wings, like amethyst 

Of Bunnj Ind their hue ; 
Bright as when, hj Psjche kist, 

Thej trembled through and through. 
Flowers spring beneath his feet ; 

Angel forms beside him run ; 
While unnnmber'd lips repeat 

"Love's victory is won !** 

Hail to Love, to mighty Love, &c 



SONG OF HERCULES TO HIS DAUGHTER* 

" I've been, oh, sweet daughter, 

" To fountain and sea, 
" To seek in their water 

" Some bright gem for thee, 
" Where diamonds were sleeping, 

" Their sparkle I sought, 
" Where crystal was weeping, 

" Its tears I have caught. 

" The sea-nymph Fve courted 

'^ In rich coral halls ; 
" With Naiads have sported 

" By bright waterfalls. 

' Founded on the fable reported by Arrian (in Indicis) of Hercules 
haying searched the Indian Ocean, to find the pearl with which he 
adorned his daughter Fandiea. 
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" But sportive or tender, 

'' Still sought I, around, 
" Tliat gem, with whose splendour 

" Thou yet ^alt be crown'd. 

" And see, while I'm speaking, 

" Yon soft light afar ; — 
" The pearl I've been seeking 

" There floats like a star ! 
" In the deep Indian Ocean 

'^ I see the gem shine, 
" And quick as light's motion 

" Its wealth shall be thine." 

Then eastward, like lightning, 

The hero-god flew. 
His sunny looks bright*ning 

The air he went through. 
And sweet was the duty. 

And hallow'd the hour. 
Which saw thus young Beauty, 

Embellish'd by Power. 



THE DREAM OF HOME. 

Who has not felt how sadly sweet 

The dream of home, the dream of home. 

Steals o'er the heart, too soon to fleet, 
When far o'er sea or land we roam ? 
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Sunlight more soft may o*er us fall, 
To greener shores our bark may come ; 

But far more bright, more dear than all. 
That dream of home, that dream of home. 

Ask of the sailor youth when far 

His light bark bounds o'er ocean's foam. 
What charms him most, when ev'ning's star 

Smiles o'er the wave ? to dream of home. 
Fond thoughts of absent friends and loves 

At that sweet hour around him come ; 
His heart's best joy where'er he roves. 

That dream of home, that dream of home. 



THEY TELL ME THOU'RT THE FAVOUE'D GUEST.» 

Thet tell me thou'rt the favour'd guest 
Of every fair and brilliant throng ; 

No wit like thine to wake the jest. 
No voice like thine to breathe the song ; 

And none could guess, so gay thou art. 

That thou and I are far apart. 

Alas ! alas ! how diff'rent flows 
With thee and me the time away ! 

' Fart of a translation of some Latin verses, supposed to have been 
addressed by Hippolyta Tanrella to her husband, during his absence 
at the gay court of Lieo the Tenth. The verses may be found in the 
Appendix to Boscoe's Work. 
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Not that I wish thee sad — heav'n knows — 

Still if thou canst, be light and gay ; 
I only know, that without thee 
The sun himself is dark to me. 

Do I thus haste to hall and bower, 
Among the proud and gay to shine ? 

Or deck my hair with gem and flower, 
To flatter other eyes than thine ? 

Ah, no, with me love's smiles are past. 

Thou hadst the first, thou hadst the last. 



THE YOUNG INDIAN MAID. 

There came a nymph dancing 

Gracefully, gracefully. 
Her eye a light glancing 

Like the blue sea ; 
And while all this gladness 

Around her steps hung, 
Such sweet notes of sadness 

Her gentle lips sung. 
That ne'er while I live from my mem'ry shall fade 
The song, or the look, of that young Indian maid. 

Her zone of bells ringing 

Cheerily, cheerily. 
Chimed to her singing 

Light echos of glee ; 
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But in vain did she borrow 

Of mirth the gay tone, 
Her Yoice spoke of sorrow. 
And sorrow alone. 
Nor e'er while I live from my mem'rj shall fade 
The song, or the look, of that young Indian maid. 



THE HOMEWARD MARCH. 

Be still, my heart : I hear them come : 
Those sounds announce my lover near : 

The march that brings our warriors home 
Proclaims he'll soon be here. 

Hark, the distant tread. 

O'er the mountain's head. 
While hills and dales repeat the sound ; 

And the forest deer 

Stand still to hear, 
As those echoing steps ring round. 

Be still, my heart, I hear them come, 

Those sounds that speak my soldier near ; 

Those joyous steps seem wing'd for home, — 
Rest, rest, he'll soon be here. 

But hark, more faint the footsteps grow. 
And now they wind to distant glades ; 

Not here their home, — alas, they go 
To gladden happier maids ! 
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Like sounds in a dream, 

The footsteps seem, 
As down the hills they die away ; 

And the march, whose song 

So peel'd along, 
Now fades like a funeral lay. 

'Tis past, 'tis o'er, — hush, heart, thy pain ! 

And though not here, alas, they come 
Rejoice for those, to whom that strain 

Brings sons and lovers home. 



WAKE UP, SWEET MELODY. 

Wake up, sweet melody ! 

Now is the hour 
When young and loving hearts 
Feel most thy pow'r. 
One note of music, by moonlight's soft ray 
Oh, 'tis worth thousands heard coldly by day. 
Then wake up, sweet melody ! 

Now is the hour 
When young and loving hearts 
Feel most thy pow'r. 

Ask the fond nightingale, 
When his sweet flow'r 

Loves most to hear his song. 
In her green bow'r ? 
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Oh, he will tell thee, through summer-nights long. 
Fondly she lends her whole soul to his song. 
Then wake up, sweet melody ! 

Now is the hour 
When young and loving hearts 
Feel most thy pow'r. 



-•< 



CALM BE THY SLEEP. 

Calm be thy sleep as infants' slumbers ! 

Pure as angel thoughts thy dreams ! 
May ev'ry joy this bright world numbers 

Shed o'er thee their mingled beams ! 
Or if, where Pleasure's wing hath glided, 

There ever must some pang remain, 
Still be thy lot with me divided, — 

Thine all the bliss, and mine the pain ! 

Day and night my thoughts shall hover 

Round thy steps where'er they stray; 
As, ev'n when clouds his idol cover. 

Fondly the Persian tracks its way. 
If this be wrong, if Heav'n offended 

By worship to its creature be. 
Then let my vows to both be blended. 

Half breath'd to Heav'n and half to thee. 
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THE EXILE. 

Night waneth fast, the morning star 

Saddens with light the glimm'ring sea, 
Whose waves shall soon to realms afar 

Waft me from hope, from love, and thee. 
Coldly the beam from yonder sky 

Looks o'er the waves that onward stray ; 
But colder still the stranger's eye 

To him whose home is far away. 

Ohy not at hour so chill and bleak, 

Let thoughts of me come o'er thy breast ; 
But of the lost one think and speak, 

When summer suns sink calm to rest. 
So, as I wander, Fancy's dream 

Shall bring me o'er the sunset seas, 
Thy look, in ev'ry melting beam, 

Thy whisper, in each dying breeze. 



THE FANCY FAIR. 

Come, maids and youths, for here we sell 
All wondrous things of earth and air i 

Whatever wild romancers tell, 
Or poets sing, or lovers swear, 
You'll find at this our Fancy Fair. 

Here eyes are made like stars to shine, 
And kept, for years, in such repair 
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That ev*n when tam'd of thirty-nine, 
Thej*!! hardly look the worse for wear, 
If bought at this our Fancy Fair. 

WeVe lots of tears for bards to showV, 
And hearts that such ill usage bear, 

That, though they're broken ev'ry hour. 
They'll still in rhyme fresh breaking bear, 
If purchased at our Fancy Fair. 

As fashions change in ev'ry thin^, 
WeVe goods to suit each season's air, 

Eternal friendships for the spring, 

And endless loves for summer wear, — 
AU sold at this our Fancy Fair. 

We've reputations white as snow. 
That long will last if us'd with care. 

Nay, safe through all life's journey go. 
If pack'd and mark'd as " brittle ware," — 
Just purchas'd at the Fancy Fair. 



IF THOU WOULD'ST HAVE ME SING AND PLAY. 

If thou would'st have me sing and play. 

As once I play'd and sung, 
First take this timewom lute away, 

And bring one freshly strung. 
Call back the time when pleasure's sigh 

First breath'd among the strings ; 
And Time himself, in flitting by. 

Made music with his wings. 



SONGS AND BALLADS. 161 

But how is this? though new the lute, 
' And shining fresh the chords. 
Beneath this hand they slumher mute, 

Or speak but dreamj words. 
In vain I seek the soul that dwelt 

Within that once sweet shell, 
Which told so warmly what it felt. 

And felt what nought could tell. 

Oh, ask not then for passion's lay, 

From lyre so coldly strung; 
With this I ne'er can sing or play. 

As once I play'd and sung. 
No, bring that long-lov'd lute again, — 

Though chill'd by years it be, 
If thou wilt call the slumb'ring strain, 

'Twill wake again for thee. 

Though time have froz'n the tuneful stream 

Of thoughts that gush'd along, 
One look from thee, like summer's beam, 

Will thaw them into song. 
Then give, oh give, that wak'ning ray. 

And once more blythe and young. 
Thy bard again will sing and play. 

As once he play'd and sung. 



STILL WHEN DAYLIGHT. 

Still when daylight o'er the wave 
Bright and soft its farewell gave, 
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I us'd to hear, while light was falling, 
0*er the wave a sweet voice calling, 
Mournfully at distance calling. 

Ah I once how blest that maid would come, 
To meet her sea-boj hast'ning home ; 
And through the night those sounds repeating, 
Hail his bark with joyous greeting, 
Joyously his light bark greeting. 

But, one sad night, when winds were high, 
Nor earth, nor heaven, could hear her cry, 
She saw his boat come tossing over 
l^Iidnight's wave, — but not her lover ! 
No, never more her lover. 

And still that sad dream loth to leave. 
She comes with wand'ring mind at eve. 
And ofl we hear, when night is falling. 
Faint her voice through twilight calling, 
Mournfully at twilight calling. 



THE SUMMER WEBS. 

The summer webs that float and shine, 

The summer dews that fall, 
Though light tb^y be, this heart of mine 

Is lighter still than all. 
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It tells me every cloud is past 

Which lately seem'd to lour ; 
That Hope hath wed young Joy at last. 

And now's their nuptial hour I 

With light thus round, within, above. 

With nought to wake one sigh, 
Except the wish, that all we love 

Were at this moment nigh, — 
It seems as if life's brilliant sun 

Had stopp'd in full career, 
To make this hour its brightest one. 
And rest in radiance here. 



MIND NOT THOUGH DAYLIGHT. 

Mind not though daylight around us is breaking, — 
Who'd think now of sleeping when morn's but just 

waking ? 
Sound the merry viol, and daylight or not. 
Be all for one hour in the gay dance forgot. 

See young Aurora, up heaven's hill advancing, 
Though fresh from her pillow, ev'n she too is dancing : 
While thus all creation, earth, heaven, and sea, 
Are dancing around us, oh, why should not we ? 

Wholl say that moments we use thus are wasted ? 
Such sweet drops of time only flow to be tasted ; 
While hearts are high beating, and harps full in tune, 
The fault is all morning's for coming so soon. 

M 2 
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THEY MET BUT ONCE. 

Thet met but once, in youth's sweet hoar. 

And never since that daj 
Hath absence, time, or grief had pow'r 

To chase that dream away. 
They^ye seen the snns of other skies^ 

On other shores haye sought delight ; 
But neyer more^ to bless their ejes^ 

Can come a dream so bright ! 
They met bat once,— -a day was all 

Of Lore's young hopes they knew ; 
And still their hearts that day recall. 

As fresh as then it flew. 

Sweet dream of youth t oh, ne'er again 

Let either meet the brow 
They left so smooth and smiling then. 

Or see what it is now. 
For, Youth, the speU was only thine ; 

From thee alone th' enchantment flows. 
That makes the world around thee shine 

With light thyself bestows. 
They met but once, — oh, ne'er again 

Let either meet the brow 
They left so smooth and smiling then, 

Or see what it is now. 
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WITH MOONLIGHT BEAMING. 

With moonlight beaming 

Thus o'er the deep, 
Who'd linger dreaming 

In idle sleep ? 
Leave joyless souls to live by day, — 
Our life b^ns with yonder ray ; 
And while thus brightly 

The moments flee, 
Our barks skim lightly 

The shining sea. 

To halls of splendour 

Let great ones hie ; 
Through light more tender 

Our pathways lie. 
While round, from banks of brook or lake, 
Our company blithe echos make ; 
And, as we lend 'em 

Sweet word or strain. 
Still back they send 'em 

More sweet, again« 



CHILD'S SONG. FROM A MASQUE. 

I HAVE a garden of my own, 

Shining with flow'rs of ev'ry hue ; 

I lov'd it dearly while alone 

But I shall love it more with you : 

M 3 
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And there the golden bees shall come, 
In sommer-time at break of mom. 

And wake us with their busy hum 
Around the Siha's fragrant thorn. 

I have a fawn from Aden's land. 

On leafy buds and berries nurst ; 
And jou shall feed him from your hand^ 

Though he may start with fear at first. 
And I will lead you where he lies 

For shelter in the noontide heat ; 
And you may touch his sleeping eyes^ 

And feel his little silv Vy feet 



THE HALCYON HANGS OTER OCEAN. 

The halcyon hangs o*er ocean, 
The sea-lark skims the brine ; 

This bright world's all in motion, 
No heart seems sad but mine. 

To walk through sun-bright places, . 

With heart all cold the while ; 
To look in smiling faces, 

When we no more can smile ; 

To feel, while earth and heaven 
Around thee shine with bliss^ 

To thee no light is given, — 
Oh, what a doom is this ! 
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THE WORLD WAS HTJSHT). 

The world was hush'd, the moon above 

Saird through ether slowly, 
When, near the casement of my love, 

Thus I whispered lowly, — 
'^ Awake, awake, how canst thou sleep ? 

" The field I seek to-morrow 
'* Is one where man hath fame to reap, 

*^ And woman gleans but son*ow/' 

" Let battle's field be what it may," 

Thus spoke a voice replying, 
" Think not thy love, while thou'rt-away, 

" Will here sit idly sighing. 
« No — ^woman's soul, if not for fame, 

" For love can brave all danger 1 " 
Then forth from out the casement came 

A plum*d and armed stranger. 

A stranger ? No ; 'twas she, the maid, 

Herself before me beaming. 
With casque array'd^ and falchion blade 

Beneath her girdle gleaming! 
Close side by side, in freedom's fight, 

That blessed morning found us ; 
In Victory's light we stood ere night, 

And Love, the morrow, crown'd us ! 



M 4 
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THE TWO LOVES. 

Thbbb are two Loves^ the poet Bings» 

Both born of Beauty at a birth : 
The one, akin to heayen, hath wing% 

The other, earthly, walks on earth. 
With this through bowers below we play, 

"With thai through cbuds above we soar ; 
With both, perchance, may lose our way : — 
Then, tell me which, 

Tell me which shall we adore ? 

The one, when tempted down frcnn air. 

At Pleasure's fount to laye his lip. 
Nor lingers long, nor oh will dare 

His wing within the wave to dip. 
While, plunging deep and long beneath. 

The other bathes him o'er and o'er 

In that sweet current, ev'n to death : — 

Then, tell me which. 

Tell me which shall we adore ? 

The boy of heav'n^ even while he lies 

In Beauty's lap, recalls his home ; 
And when most happy, inly sighs 

For something happier still to come* 
While he of earth, too fully blest 

With this bright world to dream of more, 
Sees all his heav'n on Beauty's breast : — 
Then, tell me which, 

Tell me which shall we adore ? 



- • - ^ 
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The maid who heard the poet sing 

These twin-desires of earth and sky, 
And saw, while one inspired his string, 

The other glisten'd in his eye, — 
To name the earthlier boj ashamed, 

To choose the other fondly loath. 
At length, all blushing, she ezclaim'd, — 
'* Ask not which, 

" Oh, ask not which — we'U worship both. 

'< Th' extremes of each thus taught to shun, 

*^ With hearts and souls between them given, 
" When weary of this earth with one, 

" Well with the other wing to heaven." 
Thus pledg'd the maid her vow of bliss ; 

And while one Love wrote down the oath. 
The other seal'd it with a kiss ; 
And Heav'n look'd on, 

Heav'n look'd on, and hallow'd both. 



THE LEGEND OF PUCK THE FAIRY. 

WouLDST know what tricks, by the pale moonlight. 
Are play'd by me, the merry little Sprite, 
Who wing through air from the camp to the court. 
From king to clown, and of all make sport ; 

Singing, I am the Sprite 

Of the merry midnight, 
Who laugh at weak mortals, and love the moonlight. 
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To a miser's bed, where he snoring slept 
And dreamt of his cash, I slilj crept ; 
Chink, chink o'er his pillow like money I rang» 
And he waked to catch — but awaj I sprang, 
Singing, I am the Sprite, &c. 

I saw through the leaves, in a damsel's bower. 
She was waiting her love at that starlight hour : 
** Hist — histt" quoth I, with an amorous sigh. 
And she flew to the door, but away flew I, 
Singing, I am the Sprite, &c. 

TV'hile a bard sat inditing an ode to his love, 

Like a pair of blue meteors I star'd from above, 

And he swoon'd — for he thought 'twas the ghost, poor 

man! 
Of his lady's eyes, while away I ran. 
Singing, I am the Sprite, &c. 



BEAUTY AND SONG. 

Down in yon summer vale. 

Where the rill flows. 
Thus said a Nightingale 
To his lov'd Rose : — 
" Though rich the pleasures 
" Of song's sweet measures) 
" Vain were its melody, 
'*Rose, without thee." 
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Then from the green recess 

Of her night-bowV, 
Beaming with bashfulness, 

Spoke the bright flow'r : — 
" Though mom should lend her 
'^ Its sunniest splendour, 
" What would the Rose be, 
" Unsung by thee ? " 

Thus still let Song attend 

Woman's bright way ; 
Thus still let woman lend 

Light to the lay. 
Like stars, through heaven s sea, ^ 

Floating in harmony^ 
Beauty shall glide along. 
Circled by Song. 



WHEN THOU AET NIGH. 

When thou art nigh, it seems 

A new creation round ; 
The sun hath fairer beams^ 

The lute a softer sound. 
Though thee alone I see, 

And hear alone thy sigh, 
'Tis light, 'tis song to me, 

'Tis all — when thou art nigh. 

When thou art nigh, no thought 
Of grief comes o*er my heart ; 
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I only think — could aught 
But joy be where thou art ? 

Life seema a waste of breath. 
When far from thee I sigh ; 

And death — aj, even death 
Were sweet, if thou wert nigh. 



SONG OF A HTFEBBOKEAN. 

I C0M£ from a land in the sun-bright deep. 

Where golden gardens grow ; 
Where the winds of the north, becalm'd in sleep, 
Their conch-shells never blow.^ 
Haste to that holy Isle with me. 
Haste — haste! 

So near the track of the stars are we^' 

That oft, on night's pale beams, 
The distant sounds of their harmony 

Come to our ears, like dreams. 

Then, haste to that holy Isle with me, &c &c. 

The Moon, too, brings her world so nigh,' 
That when the night seer looks 

* On the tower of ihe Winds, at Athens, there is a conch-shell placed 
in the hands of Boreas. — See Stuarfs Antiquities. *<The north 
wind,** says Herodotus, in speaking of the Hyperboreans, '^neyer 
blows with them." 

• "Sub ipso sldenun cardine jacent** — Pompon. Mela. 

■ ** They can shew the moon very near." — Diodob. Sicui*. 
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To that shadowless orb, in a vernal sky. 
He can number its hills and brooks. 

Then, haste, &c. &o. 

To the Sun-god all our hearts and Ijres^ 

Bj day, by night, belong ; 
And the breath we draw from his living fires, 

We give him back in song. 

Then, haste, &c. &c. 

From us descends the maid who brings 

To Delos gifts divine ; 
And our wild bees lend their rainbow wings 
To glitter on Delphi's shrine.* 

Then, haste to that holy Isle with me, 
Haste — haste! 



THOU BIDST ME SING. 

Thou bidst me sing the lay I sung to thee 

In other days, ere joy had left this brow ; 
But think, though still unchang'd the notes may be. 

How diffrent feels the heart that breathes them now ! 
The rose thou wear^st to-night is still the same 

We saw this morning on its stem so gay ; 
But, ah ! that dew of dawn, that breath which came 

Like life o'er all its leaves^ hath pass'd away. 

' Hecateeus tells tis, that this Hyperborean island was dedicated to 
ApoUo ; and most of the inhabitants were either priests or songsters. 
' Fausan. 
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Since first thy music touch'd thj heart and mine^ 

How manj a joj and pain o*er both have past, — 
The joj, a light too precious long to shine. 

The pain, a cloud whose shadows always last. 
And though that laj would like the voice of home 

Breathe o'er our ear, 'twould waken now a sigh— 
Ah ! not, as then, for fancied woes to come, 

But, sadder far, for real bliss gone by. 



CUFID ABMED. 

Place the helm on thy brow. 
In thy hand take the spear ; 
Thou art arm'd, Cupid, now. 
And thy battle-hour is near. 
March on ! march on ! thy shaft and bow 

Were weak against such charms ; 
March on ! march en ! so proud a foe 
Scorns all but martial arms. 

See the darts in her eyes, 

Tipt with scorn, how they shine ' 
Ev'ry shaft, as it fiies, 
Mocking proudly at thine. 
March on ! march on ! thy feather'd darts 

Soft bosoms soon might move ; 
But ruder arms to ruder hearts 
Must teach what 'tis to love. 
Place the helm on thy brow ; 

In thy hand take the spear, — 
Thou art arm'd, Cupid, now, 
And thy battle-hour is near. 
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BOUND THE WORLD GOES. 

Round the world goes, by day and night, 

While with it also round go we ; 
And in the flight of one day's light 

An image of all life's course we see. 
Round, round, while thus we go round, 

The best thing a man can do. 
Is to make it, at least, a merry-go-round^ 

By — sending the wine round too. 

Our first gay stage of life is when 

Youth, in its dawn, salutes the eye— 
Season of bliss ! Oh, who wouldn't then 

Wish to cry, " Stop ! " to earth and sky ? 
But, round, round, both boy and girl 

Are whisk'd through that sky of blue ; 
And much would their hearts enjoy the whirl. 

If — their heads didn't whirl round too. 

Next, we enjoy our glorious noon. 

Thinking all life a life of light ; 
But shadows come on, 'tis evening soon. 

And, ere we can say, " How short!" — 'tis night. 
Round, round, still all goes round, 

Ev'n while Fm thus singing to you ; 
And the best way to make it a m^r^-go-rpund, 

Is to — chorus my song round too. 
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OH, DO NOT LOOK SO BRIGHT AND BLEST. 

Oh, do not look so bright and blest. 

For still there comes a fear. 
When brow like thine looks happiest. 

That grief is then most near. 
There lurks a dread in all delight, 

A shadow near each raj, 
That warns us then to fear their flight. 

When most we wish their stay. 
Then look not thou so bright and blest, 

For ah I there comes a fear, 
When brow like thine looks happiest, 

That grief is then most near. 

Whj is it thus that fairest things 

The soonest fleet and die ? — 
That when most light is on their wings, 

They're then but spread to fly ! 
And, sadder still, the pain will stay — 

The bliss no more appears ; 
As rainbows take their light away. 

And leave us but the tears ! 
Then look not thou so bright and blest, 

For !ih I there comes a fear. 
When brow like thine looks happiest, 

That grief is then most near. 
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THE MUSICAL BOX. 

" Look here," said Rose^ with laughing eyes, 

" Within this box, by magic hid, 
** A tuneful Sprite imprison'd lies^ 

*' Who sings to me whene'er he's bid. 
^' Though roving once his voice and wing, 

" Hell now lie still the whole day long ; 
'^ Till thus I touch the magic spring— 

'* Then, hark, how sweet and blithe his song !" 

{A symphony,) 

** Ah, Rose," I cried, '< the poet's lay 

" Must ne'er ev'n Beauty's slave become ; 
'' Through earth and air his song may stray, 

^' If all the while his heart's at home. 
'^ And though in Freedom's air he dwell, 

*' Nor bond nor chain his spirit knows, 
<' Touch but the spring thou know'st so well, 

"And — hark, how sweet the love-song flows!" 

{A symphony,) 

Thus pleaded I for Freedom's right ; 

But when young Beauty takes the field, 
And wise men seek defence in flight, 

The doom of poets is to 3rield. 
No more my heart tV enchantress braves, 

Fm now in Beauty's prison hid ; 
The Sprite and I are fellow-slaves. 

And I, too, sing whene'er I'm bid. 



N 
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WHEN TO SAD MUSIC SILENT YOU LISTEN. 

Whek to sad Music silent joa listen. 

And tears on those eyelids tremble like dew, 
Oh, then there dwells in those eyes as they glisten 

A sweet holy charm that mirth never knew. 
But when some lively strain resounding 

Lights up the sunshine of joy on that brow, 
Then the young rein-deer o'er the hills bounding 

Was ne'er in its mirth so graceful as thou. 

Wlien on the skies at midnight thou gazest, 

A lustre so pure thy features then wear, 
That, when to some star that bright eye thou raisest. 

We feel 'tis thy home thou'rt looking for there. 
But, when the word for the gay dance is given. 

So buoyant thy spirit, so heartfelt thy mirth. 
Oh then we exclaim, *' Ne'er leave earth for heaven, 

*' But linger still here, to make heaven of earth." 



THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 

Fly swift, my light gazelle, 

To her who now lies waking, 
To hear thy silver bell 

The midnight silence breaking. 
And, when thou com'st, with gladsome feet, 

Beneath her lattice springing. 
Ah, well she'll know how sweet 

The words of love thou'rt bringing. 
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Yet, no — not words, for they 

But half can tell love's feeling ; 
Sweet flowers alone can say 

What passion fears revealing. 
A once bright rose's wither'd leaf, 

A tow'ring lily broken, — 
Oh these may paint a grief 

No words could e'er have spoken. 

Not such, my gay gazelle, 

The wreath thou speedest over 
Yon moonlight dale, to tell 

My lady how I love her. 
And, what to her will sweeter be 

Than gems the richest, rarest. 
From Truth's immortal tree ^ 

One fadeless leaf thou bearest. 



THE DAWN IS BREAKING O'ER US. 

The dawn is breaking o'er us. 
See, heaven hath caught its hue ! 

We've day's long light before us, 
What sport shall we pursue ? 

The hunt o'er hill and lea ? 

The sail o'er summer sea ? 

Oh let not hour so sweet 

Unwing'd by pleasure fleet 

* Hie tree, called in the East, Amrita, or the IminortaL 
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The dawn is breaking o'er us, 
See, heaven hath caught its hue I 

We've day's long light before us, 
What sport shall we pursue ? 

But see, while we're deciding, 

What morning sport to plaj. 
The dial's hand is gliding. 

And mom hath pass'd away ! 
Ah, who'd have thought that noon 
Would o'er us steal so soon, — 
That mom's sweet hour of prime 
Would last so short a time ? 
But come, we've day before us, 

Still heaven looks bright and blue ; 
Quick, quick, ere eve comes o'er us, 

What sport shall we pursue ? 

Alas ! why thus delaying ? 

We're now at evening's hour ; 
Its farewell beam is playing 

O'er hill and wave and bower. 
That light we thought would last, 
Behold, ev'n now, 'tis past ; 
And all our morning dreams 
Have vanish'd with its beams ! 
But come ! 'twere vain to borrow 

Sad lessons from this lay. 
For nian will be to-morrow — 

Just what he's been to-day. 



1 
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. HERE AT THY TOMB.* 

BT MELEAGEB. 

Here, at tbj tomb, these tears I shed, 
Tearsy which though vainly now they roll. 

Are all love hath to give the dead, 

And wept o'er thee with all love's soul ; — 

Wept in remembrance of that light, 
Which nought on earth, without thee, gives^ 

Hope of my heart I now quench'd in night, 
But dearer, dead, than aught that lives. 

Where is she ? where the blooming bough 
That once my life's sole lustre made ? 

Torn off by death, 'tis with'ring now. 
And all its flow'rs in dust are laid. 

Oh earth ! that to thy matron breast 

Hast taken all those angel charms, 
Gently, I pray thee, let'her rest, — 

Grently, as in a mother's arms. 



SALE OF CUPm.» 

BT IfBLBAGEB. 

Who'll buy a little boy? Look, yonder is he. 
Fast asleep, sly rogue, on his mother's knee ; 

Ap. Brwck. 
nctf\cur0», Ktu /utrpos ct* cy KoKwouri KodcvSwr. 

Ap. Bbukck. AnakcL zcv. 
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So bold a young imp 'tisn't safe to keep, 

So m part with him now, while he's sound asleep. 

See his arch little nose, how sharp 'tis curFd, 

His wings, too, eVn in sleep unfurl'd ; 

And those fingers, which still ever ready are found 

For mirth or for mischief, to tickle, or wound. 

He'll try with his tears your heart to beguile, 
But never you mind — he's laughing all the while ; 
For little he cares, so he has his own whim^ 
And weeping or laughing are all one to him. 
His eye is as keen as the lightning's flash. 
His tongue like the red bolt quick and rash ; 
And so savage is he, that his own dear mother 
Is scarce more safe in his hands than another. 

In short, to sum up this darling's praise. 
He's a downright pest in all sorts of ways ; 
And if any one wants such an imp to employ, 
He shall have a dead bargain of this little boy. 
But see, the boy wakes — his bright tears flow — 
His eyes seem to ask could I sell him ? oh, no. 
Sweet child, no, no — though so naughty you be. 
You shall live evermore with my Lesbia and me. 



TO WEAVE A GARLAND FOR THE ROSE.» 

BT PAXIL, THB SILENTIABT. 

To weave a garland for the rose, 
And think thus crown'd 'twould lovelier be, 

Ap. Bbungk. xvii 
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Were far less vain than to suppose 
That silks and gems add grace to thee. 

Where is the pearl whose orient lustre 
Would not, beside thee, look less bright ? 

What gold could match the glossy cluster 
Of those young ringlets full of light? 

Bring from the land, where fresh it gleams. 

The bright blue gem of India's mine. 
And see how soon, though bright its beams, 

'Twill pale before one glance of thine : 
Those lips, too, when their sounda have blest us 

With some divine, mellifluous air, 
Who would not say that Beauty's cestus 

Had let loose all its witch'ries there ? ^ 

Here^ to this conquering host of charms 

I now give up my spell-bound heart. 
Nor blush to yield ev'n Reason's arms, 

When thou her bright-ey'd conqueror art. 
Thus to the wind all fears are given ; 

Henceforth those eyes alone I see, 
Where Hope, as in her own blue heaven. 

Sits beck'ning me to bliss and thee ! 



Kcu i) fitXupvpros fKtani 



HOtos apfwyiri, Kttrros c^v TLa^iiSm 
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WHY DOES SHE SO LONG DELAY?> 

BT TATJL, TBI BILBXTUXT. 

Why does she so long delay ? 
Night is waning fast awaj ; 
Thrice have I mj lamp renew'd. 
Watching here in solitude. 
Where can she so long delaj ? 
Where^ so long delay ? 

Yainlj now have two lamps shone ; 
See the third is nearly gone :^ 
Oh that Love would, like the ray 
Of that weary lamp, decay I 
But no, alas, it burns still on, 
Still, still, bums on. 

« Gods, how oft the traitress dear 
Swore, by Venus, she'd be here I 
But to one so false as she 
What is man or deity ? 
Neither doth this proud one fear, — 
No, ndther doth she fear. 

Ap. Bbukck. zxviii, 
' 6 9€ rpiTos apx^Ttu i}8c 
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TWDTST THOU WITH LOFTY WEEATH THY BROW ? » j 

I 

BT PAUL, THE SILENTIABT. 

Twin'st thou with lofty wreath thy brow ? 

Such glory then thy beauty sheds, 
I almost think, while aw'd I bow, 

'Tis Rhea's self before me treads. 

Be what thou wilt — this heart 

I 

Adores whate'er thou art! 

Dost thou thy loosen'd ringlets leave, j 

Like sunny waves to wander free? 
Then, such a chain of charms they weave. 

As draws my inmost soul from me. 
Do what thou wilt,— -I must 
Be charm'd by all thou dost I ! 

Ev'n when, enwrapp'd in silv'ry veils,^ 
Those sunny locks elude the sight, — 
Oh, not ev'n then their glory fails 
. To haunt me with its unseen light. 
Change as thy beauty may, 
It charms in ev'ry way. 

For, thee the Graces still attend, 
Presiding o'er each new attire, 

Ap. Bbukck. zxxiv. 
' Apyavetis oOoKiyo'i Kornopa fiwrrpvx* KtvOtts, 
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And lending ev'rj dart thej send 

Some new, peculiar touch of fire. 
Be what thou wilt, — this heart 
Adores whatever thou art I 



WHEN THE SAD WORD.» 

BT PA17L, THB SILBNTIAllT. 

When the sad word, " Adieu/' from my lip is nigh falling, 

And with it, Hope passes away. 
Ere the tongue hath half breathed it, mj fond heart re- 
calling 

That fatal farewell, bids me staj. 
For oh ! 'tis a penance so weary 

One hour from thy presence to be. 
That death to this soul were less dreary. 

Less dark than long absence from thee. 

Thy beauty, like Day, o'er the dull world breaking. 

Brings life to the heart it shines o'er. 
And, in mine, a new feeling of happiness waking 

Made light what was darkness before. 
But mute is the Day's sunny glory, 

While thine hath a yoice,^ on whose breath. 
More sweet than the Syren's sweet story,' 

My hopes hang, through life and through death ! 

* ^(to ffot fieWtay §vrr§af, 

Ap. Bhunck. xxxiz. 
' H/uart yap trto ^pryyos 6/iouov. aWa to fuw tov 

A<l>$oyyoy, 

* 2v 8* C/UOi KOI TO XoKflfUt 4^p€lS 

Kttyo, TO ^tipfiv»y yKuKvtpvrtpoy, 
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MT MOPSA IS LITTLE.* 

BT FHILODEMUS. 

My Mopsa is little, my Mopsa is brown, 

But her cheek is as smooth as the peach's soft down, 

And, for blushing, no rose can come near her ; 
In short, she has woven such nets round my heart, 
That I ne'er from my dear little Mopsa can part, — 

Unless I can find one that's dearer. 

Her voice hath a music that dwells on the ear, 
And her eye from its orb gives a daylight so clear. 

That I'm dazzled whenever I meet her; 
Her ringlets, so curly, are Cupid's own net. 
And her lips, oh their sweetness I ne'er shall forget — 

Till I light upon lips that are sweeter. 

But 'tis not her beauty that charms me alone, 

'Tis her mind, 'tis that language whose eloquent tone 

From the depths of the grave could revive one : 
In short, here I swear, that if death were her doom, 
I would instantly join my dead love in the tomb — 

Unless I could meet with a live one. 



STILL, LIKE DEW IN SILENCE FALLING.* 

BT MELEAOEB. 

Still, like dew in silence falling. 
Drops for thee the nightly tear ; 

Ap. Bbungk. X. 

AlCI /44M Sl/FCI /ACy CF OVOfftP TIXOS "EfHOTOS, 

Ap. Bbungk. liii 
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StiU that voice the past recaUingy 
Dwells, like echo, on my ear, 
Still, StiU ! 

Day and night the spell hangs o'er me, 
Here for ever fix'd thou art ; 

As thj form first shone hefore me, 
So 'tis graven on this heart. 
Deep, deep! 

Love, oh Love, whose bitter sweetness, 
Dooms me to this lasting pain. 

Thou who cam'st with so much fleetness, 
Whj so slow to go again ? ^ 
Why? why? 



UP, SAILOR BOY, 'TIS DAY. 

Up, sailor boy, 'tis day! 

The west wind blowing. 

The spring tide flowing. 
Summon thee hence away. 
Didst thou not hear yon soaring swallow sing? 
Chirp, chirp, — in every note he seem'd to say 
'Tis Spring, 'tis Spring. 
Up, boy, away, — 
Who'd stay on land to-day? 

a m-ayoi, fiii km itot^ e^tirreKrOcu fuv, Epwrts, 
OiJaT*, mroimivcu 8* ow8' iaov urxyert. 
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The very flowers 
Would from their bowers 
Delight to wing away I 

Leave languid youths to pine 

On silken pillows ; 

But be the billows 
Of the great deep thine. 

Hark, to the sail the breeze sings, ^'Let us fly;'* 
While soft the sail, replying to the breeze, 
Says, with a yielding sigh, 
" Yes, where you please." 
Up, boy ! the wind, the ray, 

The blue sky o'er thee, 

The deep before thee. 
All cry aloud, " Away!" 



IN MYRTLE WREATHS. 

BT ALCLBUS. 

In myrtle wreaths my votive sword Til cover, 

Like them of old whose one immortal blow 
Struck off the galling fetters that hung over 

Their own bright land, and laid her tyrant low. 
Yes, lov'd Harmodius, thou'rt undying j 

Still midst the brave and free, 
In isles, o'er ocean lying. 

Thy home shall ever be. 
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In myrtle leaves my sword shall hide its lightning, 

Like his, the youth, whose ever-glorious blade 
Leap'd forth like flame, the midnight banquet bright'ning, 

And in the dust a despot victim laid. 
Blest youths, how bright in Freedom's story 

Your wedded names shall be ; 
A tyrant*s death your glory, 

Your meed a nation free ! 



ASK NOT IF STILL I LOVE. 

Ask not if still I love, 

Too plain these eyes have told thee ; 
Too well their tears must prove 

How near and dear I hold thee. 
If, where the brightest shine. 
To see no form but thine. 
To feel that earth can show 

No bliss above thee, — 
If this be love, then know 

That thus, that thus, I love thee. 

'Tis not in pleasure's idle hour 

That thou canst know affection^s pow'r. 

No, try its strength in grief or pain ; 

Attempt, as now, its bonds to sever, 
Thou'lt find true love's a chain 

That binds for ever ! 
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DEAR? YES. 



Dear ? yes, though mine no more, 
Ev'n this but makes thee dearer ; 

And love, since hope is o'er, 
But draws thee nearer. 

Change as thou wilt to me, ; 

The same thy charm must be 
New loves may come to weave 

Their witch'ry o'er thee. 
Yet still, though false, believe 

That I adore thee, yes, still adore thee. 
Think'st thou that aught but death could end 
A tie not falsehood's self can rend ? 
No, when alone, far off I die. 

No more to see, no more caress thee, 
Ev'n then, my life's last sigh 

Shall be to bless thee, yes, still to bless thee. 



UNBIND THEE, LOVE. 

Unbind thee, love, unbind thee, love. 

From those dark ties unbind thee ; 
Though fairest hand the chain hath wove, 

Too long its links have twin'd thee. 
Away from earth! — thy wings were made 

In yon mid-sky to hover. 
With earth beneath their dove-like shade. 

And heav'n all radiant over. 
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Awake thee, boy, awake thee, boy, 

Too long thy soul is sleeping ; 
And thou may'st from this minute's joy 

Wake to eternal weeping. 
Oh, think, this world is not for thee ; 

Though hard its links to sever ; 
Though sweet and bright and dear they be, 

Break, or thou'rt lost for ever. 



THERE'S SOMETHING STRANGK 

(▲ BUFFO BONG.) 

There's something strange, I know not what. 

Come o'er me, 
Some phantom IVe for ever got 

Before me. 
I look on high, and in the sky 

'Tis shining ; 
On earth, its light with all things bright 

Seems twining. 
In yain I try this goblin's spells 

To sever ; 
Cro where I will, it round me dwells 

For ever. 

And then what tricks by day and night 

It plays me ; 
In ev'ry shape the wicked sprite 

Waylays me. 
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Sometimes like two bright eyes of blue 

'Tis glancing ; 
Sometimes like feet, in slippers neat, 

Comes dancing. 
Bj whispers round of every sort 

Tm taunted. 
Never was mortal man, in short, 

So haunted. 



NOT FROM THEE. 

Not from thee the wound should come, 

No, not from thee. 
I care not what, or whence, my doom, 

So not from thee I 
Cold triumph ! first to make 

This heart thy own ; 
And then the mirror break 
Where fix'd thou shin'st alone. 
Not from thee the wound should come, 

Oh, not from thee. 
I care not what, or whence, my doom. 

So not from thee. 

Yet no — my lips that wish recall ; 

From thee, from thee — 
If ruin o'er this head must fall, 

'Twill welcome be. 
Here to the blade I bare 

This faithful heart; 

o 
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Wonnd deep — thoa'lt find that there^ 
In ererj pnlse thoo art. 

Tea from thee HI hear it all : 
If ruin he 

The doom that o'er this heart most faD, 
'Twere sweet from thee. 



GUESS, GUESa 

I LOVE a maid, a mystic maid^ 

Whose form no eyes hat mine can see ; 
She comes in lights she comes in shade, 

And heautiful in hoth is she. 
Her shape in dreams I oft hehold. 

And oft she whispers in my ear 
Such words as when to others told, 

Awake the sigh, or wring the tear ; — 
Then guess, guess, who she. 
The lady of my love, may be. 

I find the lustre of her brow 

Come o'er me in my darkest ways ; 
And feel as if her voice, ev'n now. 

Were echoing far off my lays. 
There is no scene of joy or woe 

But she doth gild with influence bright ; 
And shed o'er all so rich a glow, 

As makes ev'n tears seem full of light : 
Then guess, guess, who she. 
The lady of my love, may be. 
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WHEN LOVE, WHO RlTL'D. 

When Love, who rul'd as Admiral o'er 

His rosy mother's isles of light. 
Was cruising off the Paphian shore, 

A sail at sunset hore in sight : — 
*^ A chase, a chase ! my Capids all,'' 
Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Aloft the winged sailors sprung, 
And, swarming up the mast like bees. 

The snow-white sails expanding flung. 
Like broad magnolias to the breeze. 

" Yo ho, yo ho, my Cupids all 1 " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

The chase was o'er — the bark was caught, 
The winged crew her freight explored ; 

And found 'twas just as Love had thought, 
For all was contraband aboard. 

" A prize, a prize, my Cupids all I " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Safe stow'd in many a package there, 

And labell'd slyly o'er, as " Glass," 
Were lots of all th' illegal ware. 

Love's Custom-House forbids to pass. 
" O'erhaul, o'erhaul, my Cupids all," 
Said Love, the little Admiral. 

*False curls they found, of every hue. 

With rosy blushes ready made ; 

o 2 
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And teeth of ivory, good as new, 

For veterans in the smiling trade. 
** Ho ho, ho ho, mj Capids all,*' 
Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Mock sighs, too^ — kept in hogs for use, 
Like breezes bought of Lapland seers, - 

Lay ready here to be let loose, 

When wanted, in young spinsters' ears. 

** Ha ha, ha ha, my Cupids all," 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

False papers next on board were found, 
Sham invoices of flames and darts, 

Professedly for Paphos bound. 

But meant for Hymen's golden marts. 

" For shame, for shame, my Cupids all ! " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Nay, still to every fraud awake. 

Those pirates all Love's signals knew. 

And hoisted oft his flag to make 
Rich wards and heiresses bring to,^ 

"A foe, a foe, my Cupids all !" 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

" This must not be," the boy exclaims, 
'* In vain I rule the Paphian seaa^ 

" If Love's and Beauty's sovereign names 
•* Are lent to cover frauds like these. 
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To Being-to, to check the course of a ship." -— Falconer. 
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"Prepare, prepare, my Cupids all!" 
Said Love, the little AdmiraL 

Each Cupid stood with lighted match — 
A broadside struck the smuggling foe, 

And swept the whole unhallowed batch 
Of falsehood to the depths below. 

*^ Huzza, huzza ! m j Cupids all ! ** 

Said Love, the little AdmiraL 



STILL THOU FLIEST. 

Still thou fliest, and still I woo thee, 

Lovelj phantom, — all in vain; 
Bestless ever, my thoughts pursue thee. 

Fleeting ever, thou mock'st their pain. 
Such doom, of old, that youth betided. 

Who woo'd, he thought, some angel's charms, 
But found a cloud that from him glided, — 

As thou dost from these outstretch'd arms. 

Scarce Fve said, " How fair thou shinest," 

Ere thy light hath vanish'd by ; 
And 'tis when thou look'st divinest 

Thou art still more sure to fly. 
Ev'n as the light'ning, that, dividing 

The clouds of night, saith, " Look on me," 

Then flits again, its splendour hiding, — 

Ev'n such the glimpse I catch of thee. 

o 3 
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THEN FIRST FROM LOVE. 

Then first from Love, in Nature's bow'rs. 

Did Painting learn her fairy skill, 
And cull the hues of loveliest flow'rs, 

To picture woman lovelier still. 
For vain was every radiant hue, 

Till passion lent a soul to art, 
And taught the painter, ere he drew, 

To fix the model in his heart. 

Thus smooth his toil awhile went on, 

Till, lo, one touch his art defies ; 
The hrow, the lip, the blushes shone, 

But who could dare to paint those eyes ? 
'Twas all in vain the painter strove ; 

So turning to that boy divine, 
" Here take," he said, " the pencil. Love, 

** No hand should paint such eyes, but thine." 



HUSH, SWEET LUTE. 

Hush, sweet Lute, thy songs remind me 

Of past joys, now tum*d to pain ; 
Of ties that long have ceased to bind me. 

But whose burning marks remain. 
In each tone, some echo falleth 

On my ear of joys gone by ; 
Ev'ry note some dream recalleth 

Of bright hopes but born to die. 
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Yet, sweet Lute, though pain it bring me, 

Once more let thy numbers thrill ; 
Though death were in the strain they sing me, 

I must woo its anguish still. 
Since no time can e'er recover 

Love's sweet light when once 'tis set, — 
Better to weep such pleasures over, 

Than smile o'er any left us yet. 



BRIGHT MOON. 

ft 

Bbight moon, that high in heav'n art shining, 

All smiles, as if within thy bower to-night 
Thy own Endymion lay reclining. 

And thou would'st wake him with a kiss of light! — 
By all the bliss thy beam discovers. 

By all those visions far too bright for day. 
Which dreaming bards and waking lovers 

Behold, this night, beneath thy Ung'ring ray, — 

I pray thee, queen of that bright heaven, 

Quench not to-night thy love-lamp in the sea, 
Till Anthe, in this bower, hath given 

Beneath thy beam, her long-vow'd kiss to me. 
Guide hither, guide her steps benighted. 

Ere thou, sweet moon, thy bashful crescent hide ; 
Let Love but in this bow'r be lighted. 

Then shroud in darkness all the world beside. 



o 4 
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LONG TEABS HAVE PASSED. 

LoNO yean have pass'dy old friend^ since we 

First met in life's young day ; 
And friends long lov'd lyy thee and me. 

Since then have dropped away ; — 
But enough remain to cheer us on. 

And sweeten, when thus we're met, 
The glass we fill to the many gone. 

And the few who're left us yet. 

Our locks, old friend, now thinly grow, 

And some hang white and chill ; 
While some, like flow*rs 'mid Autunm's snow. 

Retain youth's colour stilL 
And so, in our hearts, though one hy one, 

Youth's sunny hopes have set, 
. Thank heav'n, not all their light is gone, — 

We've some to cheer us yet. 

Then here's to thee, old friend, and long 

May thou and I thus meet. 
To brighten still with wine and song 

This short life, ere it fleet. 
And still as death comes stealing on, 

Let's never, old friend, forget, - 
Ev'n while we sigh o'er blessings gone. 

How many are left us yet. 



■V>«Bi*^^Ha«im^P'«^np* 
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DREAMING FOR EVER. 

Dbeaming for ever, vainly dreaming^ 

Life to the last pursues its flight ; 
Day hath its visions fairlj beaming, 

But false as those of night. 
The one illusion, the other real, 

But both the same brief dreams at last ; 
And when we grasp the bliss ideal. 

Soon as it shines, 'tis past. 

Here, then, bj this dim lake reposing, 

Calmly I'll watch, while light and gloom 
Flit o'er its face till night is closing — 

Emblem of life's short doom ! 
But though, by turns, thus dark and shining, 

'Tis still unlike man's changeful day, 
"Whose light returns not, once declining. 

Whose cloud, once come, will stay. 



THOUGH LIGHTLY SOUNDS THE SONG I SING. 

▲ SONG OF THE ALPS. 

• 

Though lightly sounds the song I sing to thee. 
Though like the lark's its soaring music be, 
Thou'lt find even here some mournful note that tells 
How near such April joy to weeping dwells. 
'Tis 'mong the gayest scenes that oft'nest steal 
Those saddning thoughts we fear, yet love to feel ; 
And music never half so sweet appears. 
As when her mirth forgets itself in tears. 
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Then baj not thou this Alpine song is gay — 
It comes from hearts that, like their moantain-laj. 
Mix joy with pain, and oft when pleasure's breath 
Most warms the surface, feel most sad beneath. 
The very beam in which the snow-wreath wears 
Its gayest smile is that which wins its tears, — 
And passion's pow'r can never lend the glow 
Which wakens bliss, without some touch of woe. 



THE BUSSIAK LOVER. 

Fleetlt o'er the moonlight snows 

Speed we to my lady's bow'r ; 
Swift our sledge as lightning goes. 

Nor shall stop till morning's hour. 
Bright, my steed, the northern star 

Lights us from yon jewell'd skies ; 
But, to greet us, brighter far. 

Morn shall bring my lady*s eyes. 

• 
Lovers, lull'd in sunny bow'rs. 

Sleeping out their dream of time. 
Know not half the bliss that's ours. 

In this snowy, icy clime. 
Like yon star that livelier gleams 

From the frosty heavens around, 
Jjove himself the keener beams 

When with snows of coyness crown'd. 
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Fleet then on, my merry steed, 

Bound, my sledge, o'er hill and dale ; — 
What can match a lover^s speed ? 

See, 'tis daylight, breaking pale ! 
Brightly hath the northern star 

Lit us from yon radiant skies ; 
But, behold, how brighter far 

Yonder shine my lady's eyes ! 



FANNY, DEAREST I 

Yes ! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 

Fanny, dearest, for thee I'd sigh ; 
And every smile on my cheek should turn 

To tears when thou art nigh. 
But, between love, and wine, jand sleep. 

So busy a life I live. 
That even the time it would take to weep 

Is more than my heart can give. 
Then wish me not to despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears I 
The Love that's order'd to bathe in wine, 

Would be sure to take cold in tears. 

Eeflected bright in this heart of mine, 
Fanny, dearest, thy image lies ; 

But, ah ! the mirror would cease to shine, 
K dimm'd too often with sighs. 

They lose the half of beauty's light, 
Who view it through sorrow's tear ; 
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And 'tis but to see thee trulj bright 
That I keep my eje-beama clear. 

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow- 
Fanny, dearest ! the hope is vain ; 

If sunshme cannot dissolve thy snow, 
I shall never attempt it with rain. 



SUSAN, 

YouKG Love liv'd once in an hpmble shed. 

Where roses breathing, 

And woodbines wreathing 
Around the lattice their tendrils spread^ 
As wild and sweet as the life he led. 

His garden flourish'd. 

For young Hope nourished 
The infant buds with beams and showers ; 
But lips, though blooming, must still be fed. 
And not even Love can live on flowers. 

Alas! that Poverty's evil eye 
Should e'er come hither, 
Such sweets to wither ! 
The flowers laid down their heads to die, 
And Hope feU sick as the witch drew nigh. 
She came one morning. 
Ere Love had warning, 
And rais'd the latch, where the young god lay ; 
Oh ho !" said Love — " is it you ? good hy ;" 
So he oped the window, and flew away ! 



« 
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TO SIGH, YET FEEL NO PAIN. 

To sigb, yet feel do pain, 

To weep, yet scarce know why; 
To sport an hour with Beauty's chain, 

Then throw it idly by. 
To kneel at many a shrine, 

Yet lay the heart on none ; 
To think all other charms divine^ 

But those we just have won. 
This is love, faithless love, 

Such as kindleth hearts that rore. 

To keep one sacred flame, 

Through life unchill'd, unmov'd. 
To love, in wintry age, the same 

As first in youth we lov'd ; 
To feel that we adore, 

Ev'n to such fond excess. 
That, though the heart would break with more. 

It could not live with less. 
This is love, faithful love. 

Such as saints might feel above. 



SPIRIT OF JOY, THY ALTAR LEES. 

Spirit of Joy, thy altar lies 

In youthful hearts that hope like mine ; 
And 'tis the light of laughing eyes. 

That leads us to thy fairy shrine. 
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There if we find the sigh, the tear, 

Thej are not those to sorrow known ; 
But hreath so soft, and drops so clear. 

That Bliss may claim them for her own. 
Then give me, give me, while I weep^ 

The sanguine hope that brightens woe. 
And teaches ev*n our tears to keep 

The tinge of pleasure as thej flow. 

The child, who sees the dew of night 

Upon the spangled hedge at morn, 
Attempts to catch the drops of light. 

But wounds his finger with the thorn. 
Thus oft the brightest joys we seek. 

Are lost, when touch'd, and tum'd to pain ; 
The flush thej kindled leaves the cheek. 

The tears thej waken long remain. 

But give me, give me^ &c &c. 



WHEN LEILA TOUCBPD THE LUTE. 

When Leila touch'd the lute, 

Not then alone 'twas felt, 
But, when the sounds tirere mute, 

In memory still they dwelt. 
Sweet lute I in nightly slumbers 
Still we heard thy morning numbers. 

Ah, how could she, who stole 
Such breath from simple wire, 
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Be led, in pride of soul, 

To string with gold her lyre ? 
Sweet lute ! thy chords she breaketh ; 
Golden now the strings she waketh ! 

But where are all the tales 

Her lute so sweetly told ? 
In lofty themes she fails, 

And soft ones suit not gold. 
Rich lute ! we see thee glisten, 
But, alas ! no more we listen ! 



BOAT GLEE. 

The song that lightens our languid way 
When brows are glowing. 
And faint with rowing, 
Is like the spell of Hope's airy lay. 
To whose sound through life we stray. 
The beams that flash on the oar awhile, 

As we row along through waves so clear, 
Illume its spray, like the fleeting smile 
That shines o'er Sorrow's tear. 

Nothing is lost on him who sees 
With an eye that Feeling gave ; — 

For him there's a story in every breeze, 
And a picture in every wave. 
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Then sing to lighten the languid waj ; 
When brows are glowing, 
And faint with rowing : 
'Tis like the spell of Hope*s airy lay, 
To whose sound through life we stray. 



OH THINK, WHEN A HERO IS SIGHING. 

Oh think, when a hero is sighing, 

What danger in such an adorer I 
What woman could dream of denying 

The hand that lays laurels before her ? 
No heart is so guarded around, 

But the smile of a victor would take it ; 
No bosom can slumber so sound, 

But the trumpet of Glory will wake it. 

Love sometimes is given to sleeping. 

And woe to the heart that allows him ; 
For soon neither smiUng nor weeping 

Will e'er from such slumber arouse him. 
But though he were sleeping so fast. 

That the life almost seem'd to forsake him, 
Even then, one soul-thrilling blast 

From the trumpet of Glory would wake him. 



CUPID'S LOTTERY. 

A IxKTTERT, a Lottery, 

In Cupid's Court there us'd to be ; 
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Two roguish eyes 

The highest prize 
In Cupid's scheming Lottery ; 

And kisses^ too, 

As good as new, 
Which weren't very hard to win, 

For he, who won 

The eyes of fun, 
Was sure to have the kisses in. 

A Lottery, a Lottery, &c. 

This Lottery, this Lottery, 
In Cupid's Court went merrily. 

And Cupid play'd 

A Jewish trade 
In this his scheming Lottery ; 

For hearts, we're told, 

In shares he sold 
To many a fond believing drone, 

And cut the hearts 

So well in parts, 
That each believ'd the whole his own. 

Chor» — A Lottery, a Lottery, 

In Cupid's Court there us*d to be ; 
Two roguish eyes 
The highest prize 
In Cupid's scheming Lottery. 
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THOUGH SACRED THE TIE.> 

Though sacred the tie that oor countrj entwineth. 

And dear to the heart her rememlxtince remains^ 
Tet dark are the ties where no liberty shineth. 

And sad the remembrance that slaveiy stains. 
Oh Liberty, bom in the cot of the peasant. 

Bat dying of languor in luxury's dome. 
Our vision, when absent — our glory, when present — 

Where thou art, O Liberty ! there is my home. 

Farewell to the land where in childhood I wander'd ! 

In yain is she mighty, in vain is she brave ; 
Unbless'd is the blood that for tyrants is squander'd. 

And Fame has no wreaths for the brow of the slave. 
But hail to thee, Albion ! who meet'st the commotion 

Of Europe, as calm as thy difis meet the foam ; 
With no bonds but the law, and no slave but the ocean, 

Hail, Temple of Liberty ! thou art my home. 



WIIEEE IS THE HEART THAT WOULD NOT GIVE. 

Where is the heart that would not give 

Years of drowsy days and nights, 
One little hour, like this, to live — 
Full, to the brim, of life's delights ? 
Look, look around 
This fairy ground 

* Sung in the character of a Frenchman. 
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"With loTe^lights glittering o'er ; 

While cups that shine 

With freight divine 
Go coasting round its shore. 

Hope is the dupe of future hours, 
Memory lives in those gone by ; 
Neither can see the moment's flowers 
Springing up fresh beneath the eye. 
Wouldst thou, or thou. 
Forego what's now, 
For all that Hope may say ? 
No — Joy's reply, 
From every eye, 
Is, " Live we while we may. 



SONG OF THE POCO-CURANTE SOCIETY. 

£[aud curat Hippoclides. 

E&ASM. Adag, 

To those we love we've drunk to-night ; 

But now attend, and stare not 
While I the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom We care not. 

For royal men, howe'er they frown. 

If on their fronts they bear not 
That noblest gem that decks a crown, 

The People's Love — We care not. 

? 2 
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For slavish men, who bend beneath 
A despot yoke, jet dare not 

Pronounce the will, whoee very breath 
AVould rend its links — We care not. 

For priestlj men, who covet sway 
And wealthy though they declare not ; 

Who pointy like finger-posts, the way 
They never go — We case not. 

For martial men, who on their sword, 
Howe'er it conquers, wear not 

The pledges of a soldier's word, 

Redeem'd and pure — We care not. 

For legal men, who plead for wrong, 
And, though to lies they swear not. 

Are hardly better than the throng 
Of those who do — We care not. 

For courtly men, who feed upon 
The land, like grubs, and spare not 

The smallest leaf, where they can sun 
Their crawling limbs — We care not. 

For wealthy men, who keep their mines 
In darkness hid, and share not 

The paltry ore with him who pines 
In honest want — We care not. 

For prudent men, who hold the power 
Of Love aloof, and bare not 
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Their hearts in any guardless hour 
To Beauty's shaft— We care not^ 

For all, in short, on land or sea, 

In camp or court who are not, 
Who never toere, or e'er will be 

Good men and true — We care not. 



THE DREAM OF THE TWO SISTERS. 

FROM DAKTE. 

Nell ora, credo, die dell' oriente 
Prima raggid nel monte Citerea, 
Che di fuoco d' amor par sempre ardente, 

Giovane e bella in sogno mi parea 
Donna vedere andar per una landa 
Cogliendo fiori ; e cantando dicea : — 

Sappia qualanque 1 mio nome dimanda, 
Ch' io mi son Lia, e to movendo 'ntomo 
Le belle mani a farmi una ghirlanda — 

Per piacermi aQo specchio qui m' adomo ; 
Ma mia snora Rachel mai non si smaga 
Dal suo ammiraglio, e siede tutto il giorno. 

Ell' 6 de' suoi begli occhi veder raga, 
Com' io dell* adomarmi con le mani ; 
Lei Io vedere e me Tovrare appaga. 

Dante, Pttrg. canto xxvii. 

'TwAS eve's soft hour, and bright, above, 

The star of Beauty beam'd. 
While luird by light so full of love. 

In slumber thus I dream'd — 

PS 
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Methought, at tbat sweet hour, 

A n jmph came o'er the lea. 
Who, gath'ring manj a flow'r, 

Thus said and sung to me i-^ 
" Should any ask what Leila loves, 

" Say thou, To wreathe her hair 
<* With flow rets cull'd from glens and groves, 

*' Is Leila's only care. 

«* While thus in quest of flow'rets rare, 

" O'er hill and dale I roam, 
" My sister, Rachel, far more fair, 

^' Sits lone and mute at home. 
" Before her glass untiring, 

" With thoughts that never stray, 
" Her own bright eyes admiring, 

" She sits the live-long day ; 
" While I I oh, seldom even a look 

" Of self salutes my eye; — 
" My only glass, the limpid brook, 

" That shines and passes by." 



SOVEREIGN WOMAN. 

A BALLAD. 



The dance was o'er, yet still in dreams 

That fairy scene went on ; 
Like clouds still flushed with daylight gleams, 

Though day itself is gone. 
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And gracefully, to music's sound. 
The same bright nymphs went gliding round ; 
While thou, the Queen of all, wert there — 
The Fairest still, where all were fair. 

The dream then chang'd — in halls of state, 

I saw thee high enthroned ; 
While, rang'd around, the wise, the great 

In thee their mistress own^d : 
And still the same, thy gentle sway 
O'er willing subjects won its way — 
'Till all confessed the Right Divine 
To rule o'er man was only thine ! 

But, lo, the scene now chang*d again — 

And borne on plumed steed, 
I saw thee o'er the battle-plain 

Our land's defenders lead ; 
And stronger in thy beauty's charms, 
Than man, with countless hosts in arms. 
Thy voice, like music, cheer'd the Free ; 
Thy very smile was victory I 

Nor reign such queens on thrones alone — 

In cot and court the same, 
Wherever woman's smile is known, 

Victoria's still her name. 

For though she almost blush to reign. 

Though Love's own flow'rets wreath the chain. 

Disguise our bondage as we will, 

'Tis woman, woman, rules us still. 

p 4 
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COME, FLAT ME THAT SIMPLE AIB AGAIN. 

A BALLAD. 

Ck)HB, play me that simple air again, 

I U8*d BO to love^ in life's young day. 
And bring, if thou canst, the dreams that then 
Were waken'd by that sweet lay. 
The tender gloom its strain 

Shed o'er the heart and brow, 
Griers shadow, without its pain — 
Say where, where is it now? 
But play me the well-known air once more, 

For thoughts of youth still haunt its strain. 
Like dreams of some far, fairy shore 
We never shall see again. 

Sweet air, how every note brings back 

Some sunny hope, some day-dream bright, 
That, shining o'er life's early track, 
Fill'd ev'n its tears with light. 

The new-found life that came 

With Love's first echo'd vow ; — 
The fear, the bliss, the shame — 
Ah — where, where are they now? 
But, still the same lov'd notes prolong. 

For sweet 'twere thus, to that old lay. 
In dreams of youth and love and song. 
To breathe life's hour away. 
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OH, WERE IT NOT FOR THIS SAD VOICE. 

Oh, were it not for this sad voice, 

Stealing amid our mirth to saj^ 
That all, in which we most rejoice. 

Ere night may he the earth-worm's prey ; — 
But for this bitter — only this-~> 
Full as the world is brimm'd with bliss. 
And capable as feels my soul 
Of draining to its depth the whole, 
I should turn earth to heaven, and be. 
If bliss made gods, a deity ! 



DRINK OF THIS CUP. 

"Drink of this cup— Osiris^ sips 

The same in his halls below ; 
And the same he gives to cool the lips, 

Of the Dead^ who downward go. 

" Drink of this cup — the water within 
Is fresh from Lethe's stream ; 

' Osiris, under the name of Serapis, was supposed to rule over the 
subterranean world ; and performed the office of Fluto, in the mytho- 
logy of the Egyptians. " They believed," says Dr. Prichard, ** that 
Serapis presided over the region of departed souls, during the period 
o£ their absence, when languishing without bodies, and that the dead 
were deposited in his palace." — AnabfsU of the Egyptian Mythology. 

* ** Frigidam illam aquam post mortem, tanquam Hebes poculum, 
expetitam." Zoega, — The Lethe of the Egyptians was called Ameles. 
See Dupuisy tom. viii. p. 651. 
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* Twill make the past, with all iU sin, 
And all its pain and sorrows, seem 
Like a long-forgotten dream ! 

'* The pleasure^ whose charms 

Are steep'd in woe ; 
The knowledge that harms 

The soul to know ; 

« The hope, that, bright 
As the lake of the waste, 

Allures the sight, 
But mocks the taste ; 

" The love, that binds 

Its innocent wreath. 
Where the serpent winds, 

In yenom beneath ; — 

" All that, of evil or false, by thee 
Hath ever been known or seen, 
Shall melt away in this cup, and be 
Forgot, as it never had been ! " 



DRINK OF TfflS CUP. 

"Drink of this cup — when Isis led 
Her boy, of old, to the beaming sky. 

She mingled a draught divine S and said — 
* Drink of this cup, thou'lt never die !* 

' The T7IS oBayaurias tpapfuacoyf which, according to Diodorns 
Siculus, Isifi prepared for her son Orus. — Lib. L 
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" Thus do I say and sing to thee, 

Heir of that boundless heaven on high, 

Though frail, and fall'n, and lost thou be, 
Drink of this cup, thou'lt never die ! " 



OH! ABYSSINIAN TREE. 

" Oh ! Abyssinian tree, 
We pray, we pray to thee ; 
By the glow of thy golden fruit. 
And the violet hue of thy flower. 
And the greeting mute 
Of thy bough's salute 
To the stranger who seeks thy bower.* 

" Oh ! Abyssinian tree, 
How the traveller blesses thee, 
When the night no moon allows. 
And the sunset hour is near, 
And though bendst thy boughs, 
To kiss his brows. 
Saying, * Come rest thee here.' 
Oh I Abyssinian tree, 
Thus bow thy head to me !" 



THE VOICE. 

It came o'er her sleep, like a voice of those days, 
When love, only love, was the light of her ways ; 

^ See an account of this sensitive tree, which bends down its 
branches to those who approach it, in M. Jomard*s Description of 
Syene and the Cataracts. 
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Andy soft as in moments of bliss long ago. 
It whisper'd her name from the garden below. 

** Alas,** sigh*d the maiden, ^ how fancy can cheat ! 

^ The world once had lips that could whisper thus sweet ; 

*' But cold now thej slumber in jon fatal deep, 

** Where, oh that beside them this heart too could sleep !** 

She sunk on her pillow — but no, 'twas in vain 
To chase the illusion, that Voice came again ! 
She flew to the easement — but, hush'd as the grave, 
In moonlight lay slumbering woodland and wave. 

*' Oh sleep, come and shield me,*' in anguish she said, 
'*From that call of the buried, that ciy of the Dead !" 
And sleep came around her — but, starting, she woke. 
For still from the garden that spirit Voice spoke ! 

*' I come," she exclaim'd : '* be thy home where it may, 
" On earth or in heaven, that call I obey." 
Then forth through the moonlight, with heart beating fast. 
And loud as a death-watch, the pale maiden past. 

Still round her the scene all in loneliness shone ; 
And still, in the distance, that Voice led her on ; 
But whither she wander'd, by wave or by shore. 
None ever could tell, for she came back no more. 

No, ne'er came she back, — but the watchman who stood. 
That night in the tow'r which o'ershadows the flood, 
Saw dimly, 'tis said, o'er the moon-lighted spray, 
A youth on a steed bear the maiden ^way. 
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CUPID AND PSYCHE. 



Thet told her that he, to whose vow she had listen'd 
Through night's fleeting hours, was a spirit unblest ; — 

Unholy the eyes, that beside her had glisten'd, 
And evil the lips she in darkness had prest. 

" When next in thy chamber the bridegroom reclineth, 
" Bring near him thy lamp, when in slumber he lies ; 

*^ And there, as the light o'er his dark features shineth, 
** Thou'lt see what a demon hath won all thy sighs ! " 

Too fond to believe them, yet doubting, yet fearing, 
When calm lay the sleeper she stole with her light ; 

And saw — such a vision ! — no image, appearing 
To bards in their day-dreams, was ever so bright. 

A youth, but just passing from childhood's sweet morning. 
While round him still linger'd its innocent ray ; 

Though gleams from beneath his shut eyelids gave 
warning 
Of summer-noon lightnings that under them lay. 

His brow had a grace more than mortal around it, 
While, glossy as gold from a fairy-land mine. 

His sunny hair hung, and the flowers that crown'd it 
Seem*d fresh from the breeze of some garden divine. 

Entranc'd stood the bride, on that miracle gazing. 

What late was but love is idolatry now ; 
But, ah — in her tremor the fatal lamp raising — 

A sparkle flew from it and dropp'd on his brow. 
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Airs lost — with a start from his rosy sleep waking, 
The Spirit flash'd o'er her his glances of fire ; 

Then, slow from the clasp of her snowy arms breaking, 
Thus said in a voice more of sorrow than ire : 

''Farewell — what a dream thy suspicion hath broken ! 

'* Thus ever Affection's fond vision is crost ; 
« Dissolved are her speUs when a doubt is but spoken, 

*' And love, once distrusted, for ever is lost ! " 



HERO AND LEANDER. 






The night-wind is moaning with mournful sigh, 
There gleameth no moon in the misty sky, 
" No star over Helle's sea ; 
*' Yet, yet, there is shining one holy light, 
" One love-kindled star through the deep of night, 
" To lead me, sweet Hero, to thee ! " 

Thus saying, he plung'd in the foamy stream, 
Still fixing his gaze on that distant beam 

No eye but a lover's could see ; 
And still, as the surge swept over his head, 
" To-night," he said tenderly, " living or dead, 

" Sweet Hero, 111 rest with thee !" 

But fiercer around him the wild waves speed ; 
Oh, Love ! in that hour of thy votary's need. 

Where, where could thy Spirit be ? 
He struggles— he sinks — while the hurricane's breath 
Bears rudely away his last farewell in death — 

" Sweet Hero, I die for thee ! " 
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THE LEAF AND THE FOUNTAIN. 

" Tell me, kind Seer, I pray thee, 
" So may the stars obey thee, 

" So may each airy 

" Moon-elf and fairy 
" Nightly their homage pay thee ! 
*' Say, by what spell, above, below, 
" In stars that wink or flow'rs that blow. 

** I may discover, 

" Ere night is over, 
•* Whether my love loves me or no, 
" Whether my love loves me." 

" Maiden, the dark tree nigh thee 

" Hath charms no gold could buy thee ; 

" Its stem enchanted, 

" By moon-elves planted, 
" Will all thou seek'st supply thee. 
" Climb to yon boughs that highest grow, 
" Bring thence their fairest leaf below ; 

" And thou'lt discover, 

" Ere night is over, 
" Whether thy love loves thee or no, 
" Whether thy love loves thee." 



" See, up the dark tree going, 

" With blossoms round me blowing, 

" From thence, oh Father, 

" This leaf I gather, 
*' Fairest that there is growing. 
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" Say, by what sign I now shall know 
" If in this leaf lie bliss or woe ; 

** And thus discover, 

" Ere night is over, 
** Whether my love loves me or no, 
** Whether my love loves me.** 

" Fly to yon fount that*s welling, 

*' Where moonbeam ne'er had dwelling, 

*' Dip in its water 

*« That leaf, oh Daughter, 
*' And mark the tale *tis telling ; ^ 
" Watch thou if pale or bright it grow, 
" List thou, the while, that fountain's flow, 

** And thou*lt discover 

" Whether thy lover, 
" Lov'd as he is, loves thee or no, 
" Lov*d as he is, loves thee.*' 

Forth flew the nymph, delighted, 
To seek that fount benighted ; 

But, scarce a minute 

The leaf lay in it, 
When, lo, its bloom was blighted ! 
And as she ask*(1, with voice of woe-r- 
List*ning, the while, that foantain*s flow — 

' The ancients had a mode of divination somewhat similar to this ; 
and we find the Emperor Adrian, when he went to consult the 
Foantain of Castalia, plucking a bay-leaf and dipping it into the 
sacred water. 
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" Shall I recover, 

" My truant lover ? ** 
The fountain seem'd to answer, *' No ;" 
The fountain answer'd, ** No." 



CEPHAiUS AND PROCRIS. 

A HUNTER once in that grove reclin'd, 

To shun the noon's bright eye. 
And oft he woo'd the wandering wind. 

To cool his brow with its sigh. 
While mute lay ev'n the wild bee's hum. 

Nor breath could stir the aspen's hair 
His song was still " Sweet Air, oh cornel" 

While Echo answer'd, " Come, sweet Air !" 

But, hark, what sounds from the thicket rise ! 

What meaneth that rustling spray ? 
" 'Tis the white-horn'd doe," the Hunter cries, 

^' I have sought since break of day." 
Quick o'er the sunny glade he springs, 

The arrow flies from his sounding bow, 
*^ Hilliho — hilliho!" he gaily sings, 

While Echo sighs forth « Hilliho!" 

Alas, 'twas not the white-horn'd doe 

He saw in the rustling grove. 
But the bridal veil, as pure as snow. 

Of his own young wedded love. 

Q 
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And, ah, too sure that arrow sped, 
For pale at his feet he sees her lie ; — 

** I die, I die," was all she said. 
While Echo murmur'd, " I die, I die ! " 



YOUTH AND AGE.* 

*• Tell me, what's Love ?" said Youth, one day, 

To drooping Age, who crost his way. — 

*' It is a sunny hour of play, 

«< For which repentance dear doth pay ; 

^ Repentance ! Repentance ! 
*' And this is Love, as wise men say." 

" Tell me, what's Love?" said Youth once more, 
• Fearful, yet fond, of Age's lore. — 
'* Soft as a passing summer's wind : 
" Wouldst know the hlight it leaves hehind ? 

** Repentance ! Repentance ! 
" And this is Love when love is o'er.** — 

" Tell me, what's Love ? " said Youth again, 
Trusting the bliss, but not the pain. 
" Sweet as a May-tree's scented air — 
" Mark ye what bitter fruit 'twill bear, 

<^ Repentance ! Repentance I 
" This, this is Love — -sweet Youth, beware." 

' The air, to which I have adapted these words, was composed by 
Mrs. Arkwright to some old verses, ** Tell me what's love, kind 
shepherd, pray ? " and it has been my object to retain as much of the 
rtructure and phraseology of the original words as possible. 
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Just then, young Love himself came b} 
And cast on Youth a smiling eye ; 
Who could resist that glance's ray ? 
In vain did Age his warning say, 
*^ Repentance ! Repentance !" 
Youth laughing went with Love away. 



THE DYING WARRIOR. 

A WOUNDED Chieftain, lying 
By the Danube's leafy side, 

Thus faintly said, in dying, 
'^ Oh I bear, thou foaming tide, 
" This gift to my lady-bride-" 

'Twas then, in life's last quiver, 
He flung the scarf he wore 

Into the foaming river. 

Which, ah too quickly, bore 
That pledge of one no more I 

With fond impatience burning. 
The Chieftain's lady stood. 

To watch her love returning 
In triumph down the flood. 
From that day's field of blood. 

But, field, alas, ill-fated ! 

The lady saw, instead 
Of the bark whose speed she waited, 

Her hero's scarf, all red 

With the drops his heart had shed. 

Q 2 
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One shriek — and all was over — 
Her life-pulse ceas'd to beat ; 

The gloomy waves now coyer 
That bridal flower so sweet, 
And the scarf is her winding sheet ! 



THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

** Come, if thj magic Glass have powV, 

'* To call up forms we sigh to see ; 
'^ Show me my love, in that rosy bow'r, 

** Where last she pledged her truth to me." 

The Wizard show'd him his Ladj bright, 
Where lone and pale in her bow*r she lay ; 

" True-hearted maid," said the happy Knight, 
^ She's thinking of one, who is far away.'' 

But, lo ! a page, with looks of joy. 

Brings tidings to the Lady's ear ; 
** 'Tis," said the Knight, ** the same bright boy, 

" Who used to guide me to my dear." 

The Lady now, from her fav'rite tree. 

Hath, smiling, pluck'd a rosy flow'r ; 
" Such," he exclaim'd, '< was the gift that she 

''Each morning sent me from that bow'r!" 

She gives her page the blooming rose. 
With looks that say, « Like lightning, fly ! " 

** Thus," thought the Knight, '< she soothes her woes, 
** By fancying, still, her true-love nigh." 



; 
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But the page returns, and — ob, what a sight, 

For trusting lover's eyes to see ! — 
Leads to that bow'r another Knight, 

As young and, alas, as lov'd as he ! 

" Such," quoth the Youth, "is Woman's love !" 
Then, darting forth, with furious bound, 

Dash'd at the Mirror his iron glove. 
And strew'd it all in fragments round. 

MORAL. 

Such ills would never have come to pass. 

Had he ne'er sought that fatal view ; 
The Wizard would still have kept his Glass, 

And the Knight still thought his Lady true. 



THE PILGRIM. 

Still thus, when twilight gleam'd. 
Far off his Castle seem'd, 

Trac'd on the sky ; 
And still, as fancy bore him 
To those dim tow'rs before him. 
He gaz'd, with wishful eye. 

And thought his home was nigh. 

" Hall of my Sires !" he said, 
" How long, with weary tread, 
" Must I toil on ? 

Q 3 
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** Each ere, as thus I wander, 
Thj tow*r8 seem risiDg jonder, 
Bttty scarce hath daylight shone, 
** When, like a dream, thoo*rt gone ! 

So went the Pilgrim, still, 
Down dale and over hill, 

Daj after daj ; 
That glimpse of home, so cheering. 
At twilight still appearing, 
But still, with morning's raj. 

Melting, like mist, away ! 

Where rests the Pilgrim now ? 
Here, by this cypress bongh, 

Clos'd his career ; 
Ihat dream, of Fanc3r's weaving, 
No more his steps deceiving, 
Alike post hope and fear, 

The Pilgrim's home is here. 



THE HIGH-BOKN LADYE. 

In vain all the Knights of the Underwald woo'd her, 
Though brightest of maidens, the proudest was she ; 

Brave chieftains they sought, and young minstrels they 
sued her, 
But worthy were none of the high-born Ladye. 

* Whomsoever I wed," said this maid, so excelling, 
" That Knight must the conqu'ror of conquerors be ; 
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" He must place tne in halls fit for monarchs to dwell in ; — 
" None else shall be Lord of the high-born Ladye !" 

Thus spoke the proud damsel, with scorn looking roundr 
her, 

On Knights and on Nobles of highest degree ; 
Who humbly and hopelessly left as they found her. 

And worshipped at distance the high-born Ladye. 

At length came a Knight, from a far land to woo her, 
With plumes on his helm like the foam of the sea ; 

His vizor was down — but, with voice that thriird- 
through her. 
He whispered his vows to the high-bom Ladye. 

" Proud maiden ! I come with high spousals to grace 
thee, 

" In me the great conqu'ror of conquerors see ; 
" Enthron'd in a hall fit for monarchs 111 place thee, 

" And mine thou'rt for ever, thou high-bom Ladye." 

The maiden she smil'd, and in jewels array'd her. 
Of thrones and tiaras already dreamt she ; 

And proud was the step, as her bridegroom convey'd her 
In pomp to his home, of that high-born Ladye. 

"But whither," she, starting, exclaims^ "have you led 

me? 

" Here's nought but a tomb and a dark cypress tree ; 

"Is this the bright palace in which thou wouldst wed 

me?" 

With scorn in her glance, said the high-born Ladye. 

Q 4 
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'*Ti8 the home," he replied, "of earth's loftiest crea- 
tares* — 

Then lifted his helm for the fair one to see ; 
But she sunk on the ground — 'twas a skeleton's features. 

And Death was the Lord of the high-born Ladye ! 



THE INDIAN BOAT. 

TwAS midnight dark. 

The seaman's bark, 
Swift o'er the waters bore him. 

When, through the night, 

He spied a light 
Shoot o'er the wave before him. 
" A sail ! a sail !" he cries ; 

" She comes from the Indian shore, 
*' And to-night shall be our prize, 
" With her freight of golden ore : 

"Sail on! saUonI'* 

When morning shone 
He saw the gold still clearer i 

But, though so fast 

The waves he pass'd. 
That boat seem'd never the nearer. 

Bright daylight came, 
And still the same 
Bich bark before him floated ; 
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While on the prize 

His wishful eyes 
Like anj young lover's doated : 
" More sail! more sail!" he eries, 

While the waves o'ertop the mast ; 
And his bounding galley flies, 
Like an arrow before the blast. 

Thus on, and on, 

Till day was gone, 
And the moon through heaven did hie her 

He swept the main. 

But all in vain, 
That boat seem'd never the nigher. 

And many a day 

To night gave way. 
And many a mom succeeded : 

While still his flight, 
' Through day and night. 
That restless mariner speeded. 
Who knows — who knows what seas 

He is now careering o'er ? 
Behind, the eternal breeze, 

And that mocking bark before ! 

For, oh, till sky 

And earth shall die, 
And their death leave none to rue it. 

That boat must flee 

O'er the boundless sea. 
And that ship in vain pursue it. 
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THE STBANGER 

CoafB list, while I tell of the heart-wounded Stranger 
Who sleeps her last slumber in this haunted ground ; 

Where often, at midnight, the lonelj wood-ranger 
Hears soft fairj music re-echo around. 

None e'er knew the name of that heart-stricken lady, 
Her language, though sweet, none could e'er under- 
stand ; 

But her features so sunn'd, and her ejelash so shady, 
Bespoke her a child of some far Eastern land. 

'Twas one summer night, when the village lay sleeping, 
A soft strain of melody came o'er our ears ; 

So sweet, but so mournful, half song and half weeping, 
Like music that Sorrow had steep'd in her tears. 

We thought 'twas an anthem some angel had sung us ; — 
But, soon as the day-beams had gush'd from on high, 

With wonder we saw this bright stranger among us. 
All lovely and lone, as if stray'd from the sky. 

Nor long did her life for this sphere seem intended. 
For pale was her cheek, with that spirit-like hue, 

Which comes when the day of this world is nigh ended. 
And light from another already shines through. 

Then her eyes, when she sung — oh, l)ut once to have 
seen them-^ 
Left thoughts in the soul that can never depart ; 
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While her looks and her voice made a language between 
them, 
That spoke more than holiest words to the heart. 

But she passed like a day-dream, no skill could restore 
her — 

Whatever was her sorrow, its ruin came fast ; 
She died with the same spell of mystery o'er her, 

That song of past days on her lips to the last. 

Nor ev'n in the grave is her sad heart reposing — 
Still hovers the spirit of grief round her tomb ; 

For oft, when the shadows of midnight are closing, 
The same strain of music is heard through the gloom. 



MELOLOGUE. 

A 8HOBT STRAIN OF MUSIO FKOM THX ORCHESTRA. 

There breathes a language, known and felt 
Far as the pure air spreads its living zone ; 

Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt. 

That language of the soul is felt and known. 
From those meridian plains, 
Where oft, of old, on some high tow'r, 

The soft Peruvian pour'd his midnight strains, 

And caird his distant love with such sweet pow'r. 
That, when she heard the lonely lay. 

Not worlds could keep her from his arms away.^ 

' ** A certain Spaniard, one night late, met an Indian woman in the 
streets of Cozco, and would have taken her to his home, but she cried 
out, * For God*s sake. Sir, let me go ; for that pipe| which you hear in 
yonder tower, calls me with great passion, and I cannot refuse the 
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To the bleak climes of polar night. 
Where blithe, beneath a sunless sky, 
The Lapland lover bids his rein-deer flj, 
And sings along the length'ning waste of snow, 
Gaily as if the blessed light 
Of vernal Phoebus bum'd upon his brow ; 
Oh Music ! thj celestial claim 
Is still resistless, still the same ; 
And, faithful as the mightj sea 
To the pale star that o'er its realm presides, 
The spell-bound tides 
Of human passion rise and fall for thee ! 

GREEK AIB. 

List I 'tis a Grecian maid that sings. 
While, from Bissus' silv'rj springs. 
She draws the cool Ijmph in her graceful urn ; 
And by her side, in Music's charm dissolving. 
Some patriot youth, the glorious past revolving, 
Dreams of bright days that never can return ; 
When Athens nurs'd her olive bough. 

With hands by tyrant pow'r unchained ; 
And braided for the muse's brow 
A wreath by tyrant touch unstain'd : 
When heroes trod each classic field 

Where coward feet now faintly falter ; 
When ev'ry arm was Freedom's shield, 
And ev'ry heart was Freedom's altar ! 

summons ; for love oonstraixis me to go, that I may be his wife, and he 
mj husband.' *' — GarcUauo de la V^ga^ in Su: Paul Bicaut's trans- 
lation. 
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IXOUBISB* OF TBUUPBTS. 

Hark, 'tis the sound that charms 

The war-steed's wak'ning ears I — 
Oh I many a mother folds her arms 
Bound her boj-soldier when that call she hears ; 
And, though her fond heart sink with fears, 
Is proud to feel his young pulse bound 
With valour's fever at the sound. 
See, from his native hills afar 
The rude Helvetian flies to war ; 
Careless for what, for whom he fights 
For slave or despot, wrongs or rights ; 

A conqueror oft — a hero never — 
Yet lavish of his life-blood still. 
As if 'twere like his mountain rill, 

And gush'd for ever ! 

Yes, Music, here, even here. 
Amid this thoughtless, vague career, 
Thy soul-felt charm asserts its wondrous pow'r — 

There's a wild air which oft, among the rocks 
Of his own loved land, at ev'ning hour. 
Is heard, when shepherds homeward pipe their 
flocks, 
Whose every note hath power to thrill his mind 

With tend'rest thoughts; to bring around his knees 
The rosy children whom he left behind. 
And fill each little angel eye 
With speaking tears, that ask him why 
He wander'd from his hut for scenes like these. 
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Vain, vain is then the trumpet's brazen roar ; 

Sweet notes of home, of love, are all he hears ; 
And the stem eyes, that look'd for blood before, 

Now melting, mournful, lose themselves in tears. 

SWISS AIS. — **RAJSZ DBS TACHES.** 

But, wake the trumpet's blast again. 
And rouse the ranks of warrior-men ! 

Oh War, when Truth thy arm employs. 
And Freedom's spirit guides the labouring storm, 
'Tis then thy vengeance takes a hallow'd form. 

And, like Heaven's light'ning, sacredly destroys. 

Nor, Music, through thy breathing sphere. 

Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear 
Of Him who made all harmony. 
Than the bless'd sound of fetters breaking, 
And the first hymn that man, awaking 

From Slavery's slumber, breathes to Liberty. 

SPANISH CHOBCS. 

Hark ! from Spain, indignant Spain, 
Bursts the bold, enthusiast strain. 
Like morning's music on the air ; 
And seems, in every note^ to swear 
By Saragossa's ruin'd streets, 

By brave Gerona's deathful story. 
That, while one Spaniard's life-blood beats. 
That blood shall stain the conqu'ror*s glory. 

SPANISH AnU — ** TA DESPBfiTO.'* 

But ah ! if vain the patriot's zeal. 
If neither valour's force nor wisdom's light 
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Can break or melt that blood-cemented seal, 
Which shuts so close the book of Europe's right — 
What song shall then in sadness tell 

Of broken pride, of prbspects shaded, 
Of buried hopes, remember'd well, 

Of ardour quench*d, and honour faded ? 
What muse shall mourn the breathless brave, 

In sweetest dirge at Memory's shrine ? 
What harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave ? 
Oh Erin, Thine ! 



SACRED SONGS. 



THOU ART, O GOD.. 

(air. — UNKNOWN.' ) 

*' The day is thine, the night also is thine : thou hast prepared the 
light and the snn. 

** Then has set all the borders of the earth : thou hast made 
summer and winter." — Psalm Ixxiv. 16; 17.- 

Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 

Its glow by day, its smile by night. 
Are but reflections caught from Thee. 

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine ! 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the op'ning clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think we gaze 

Through golden vistas into Heaven — 

Those hues that make the Sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant. Lord ! are Thine. 



' I have heard that this air is by the late Mrs. Sheridan. It is 
snng to the be&utifiil old words, ** I do confess thou'rt smooth and 
fair." 
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When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O'ershadows all the earth and skies, 

Like some dark, beanteons bird, whose plame 
Is sparkling with unnnmber'd ejes — 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless. Lord ! are Thine. 

When youthful Spring around us breathes, 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every fiower the Summer wreathes 
Is bom beneath that kindling eye. 

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine I 



THE BIRD, LET LOOSE. 

(AIB. BBETHOYEK.) 

Thb bird, let loose in eastern skies, ^ 

When hast'ning fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor fiies 

Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 

Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God, from every care 

And stain of passion free, 
Aloft, through Virtue's purer air, 

To hold my course to Thee ! 

^ The carrier-pigeon, it is well known, flies at an elevated pitch. In 
order to sarmoant eveiy obstacle between her and the place to which 
■he is destined. 
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No sin to cloud, no lure to staj 
My Souly as home she springs ;— * 

Thy Sunshine on her joyful way, 
Thy Freedom in her wings ] 



FALLEN IS THY THRONE. 

(AIB. — ICAKTUn.) 

Fall'n is thy throne, O Israel ! 

Silence is o'er thy plains ; 
Thy dwellings all lie desolate. 

Thy children weep in chains. 
Where are the dews that fed thee 

On Etham's barren shore ? 
That fire from Heaven which led thee, 

Now lights thy path no more. 

Lord ! thou didst love Jerusalem — 

Once she was all thy own ; 
Her love thy fairest heritage,* 

Her power thy glory's throne.^ 
Till evil came, and blighted 

Thy long-lov'd olive tree ; — * 
And Salem's shrines were lighted 

For other gods than thee. 

* ** I have left mine heritage ; I have given the dearly beloved of 
mj soul into the bands of her enemies." — Jerendaht zii 7. 

• *• Do not disgrace the throne of thy glory.** — Jar, xiv. 21. 

' ** The Lord called thy name a green olive>tree ; fair, and of 
goodly fruit,*' &c. — Jar. xL 1 6. 

a 2 
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Then sank the star of Soljrma ^ 

Then passed her glory's day, 
Like heath that, in the wilderness,' 

The wild wind whirls awaj. 
Silent and waste her bowers, 

Where once the mighty trod, 
And sank those guilty towers. 

While Baal reign'd as God. 

« Go " — said the Lobd — " Ye CJonquerors ! 

" Steep in her blood your swords, 
** And raze to earth her battlements,* 

" For they are not the Lobd's. 
** Till Zion's mournful daughter 

** 0*er kindred bones shall tread, 
'* And Hinnom's vale of slaughter ' 

" Shall hide but half her dead !*' 



WHO IS THE MAID? 
ST. jkbokb's lots.* 

(AIB. — BBBTHOYKN.) 

Who is the Maid my spirit seeks, 

Through cold reproof and slander's blight ? 

* ** For ho shall be like the heath in the desert" — Jer. xrii. 6. 

' ** Take away her battlements ; for thej are not the Lord's." — 
Jer, V. 10. ... 

' ** Therefore, behold, the days come, saith the Lord, that it shall no 
more be called Tophet, nor the Valley of the Son of Hinnom, but tlie 
Valley of Slanghter ; for they shall bury in Tophet till there be no 
place." — Jer, vii 32. 

* These lines were suggested by a passage in one of St. JeromeV 
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Has she Love's roses on her cheeks ? 

Is hers an eye of this world's light ? 
No — wan and sunk with midnight prayer 

Are the pale looks of her I love ; 
Or if, at times, a light be there. 

Its beam is kindled from above. 

I chose not her, my heart's elect. 

From those who seek their Maker's shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly deck'd, 

As if themselves were things divine. 
No — Heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider'd veil ; 
And she who comes in glitt'ring vest 

To mourn her frailty, still is frail.^ 

Not so the faded form I prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone ; 
The glory in those sainted eyes 

Is all the grace her brow puts on. 
And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so bright. 

So touching as that form's decay, 
Which, like the altar's trembling light, 

In holy lustre wastes away. 

Letters, replying to some calumnious remarks that had been circulated 
respecting his intimacy with the matron Paula: — **Numquid me 
vestes sericffi, nitentes gemnue, picta facies, aut auri rapuit ambitdo ? 
Nulla fuit alia Bomae matronamm, qusB meam possit edomare mentem, 
nisi lugens atque jejunans, fletn pene cacata.*' — Einst, ** Si Hbi 
putem," 

* Ov yap Kpvffo^ptiy rriy Zwcpvovaw 8ei. — ChrysosU HomL 8. in 
Epist. ad Tim, 
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THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 

(AIB. — BTEYENSON.) 

This world is all a fleeting show, 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There's nothing true, bat Heaven ! 

And false the light on Glory's plume. 

As fading hues of £ven ; 
And Love and Hope, and Beauty's bloom, 
Are blossoms gather'd for the tomb — 

There's nothing bright, but Heaven I 

Poor wand'rers of a stormy day ! 

From wave to wave we're driven, 
And Fancy's flash, and Reason's ray. 
Serve but to light the troubled way — 

There's nothing calm, but Heaven ! 



OH, THOU I WHO DRrST THE MOURNER'S TEAR. 

(AIK. — HAYDN.) 

** lie healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their wonnds." — 
Psalm cxlvii. 3. 

Oh, Thou I who dry'st the mourner's tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
If, when deceiv'd and wounded here. 

We could not fly to Thee ! 
The friends, who in our sunshine live, 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
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And he who has but tears to give^ 

Must weep those tears alone. 
But Thou wilt heal that broken heart, 

Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimm'd and vanished too, 
Oh, who would bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not thy Wing of Love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 

Our Peace-branch from above ? 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day ! 



WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. 

(AIB. — AVISON.) 

Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb. 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 
Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom, 

Or earth had profan'd what was born for the skies. 
Death chill'd the fair fountain, ere sorrow had stain'd it ; 

'Twas frozen in all the pure light of its course, [it, 

And but sleeps till the sunshine of Heaven has unchain'd 

To water that Eden where first was its source. 

»4 
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Weep not for those whom the Teil of the tomb^ 
la life's bappj momiiig, hath hid from oar ejes^ 

Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's jomig bkxMn, 
Or earth had profan'd what was bom for the skica. 

Mourn not for her, the jonng Bride of the Yale,^ 

Our gajest and loveliest, lost to us now. 
Ere life's earlj lustre had time to grow pale. 

And the garland of Lore was yet fresh on her brow. 
Oh, then was her moment, dear spirit, for fljing 

From this gloomj world, while its gloom was an- 
known — 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying, 

Were echoed in heaven by lips like her own. 
Weep not for her — in her spring-time she flew 

To that land where the wings of the soul are unfurl'd ; 
And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew. 

Looks radiantly down on the tears of this world. 



THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINR 

(aIIL STEVEKBOlf.) 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine ; 
My temple, Lord ! that Arch of thine ; 

' This second verse, which I wrote long after the first, allades to 
the fate of a verj lovely and amiable girl, the daughter of the late 
Colonel Bainbrigge, who was married in Ashbonme church, Oc- 
tober SI. 1815, and died of a fever in a few weeks after : the sound of 
her marriage-bells seemed scarcely out of our ears when we heard of 
her death. During her last delirium she sung several hymns, in a 
voice even clearer and sweeter than usual, and among them were some 
from the present collection, (particularly, " There's nothing bright but 
Heaven,") which this very interesting girl had oft«n heard mo sing 
luring the summer. 



SACRED SONGS. 249 

My censer's breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my only pray'rs.* 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When murm'ring homeward to their caves, 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 
Even more than music, breathes of Thee I 

111 seek, by day, some glade unknown. 
All light and silence, like thy Throne ; 
And the pale stars shall be, at night, 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy Heaven, on which 'tis bliss to look. 
Shall be my pure and shining book. 
Where I shall read, in words of flame, 
The glories of thy wondrous name. 

ril read thy anger in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam's track ; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of sunny brightness, breaking through. 

There's nothing bright, above, below. 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity. 

There's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy Love, 
And meekly wait that moment, when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 

* Fii orant tacit^. 
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 

XlKIAll'8 SONG. 

(air. — atibonJ) 

** And Miriam the Prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a timbrel in 
her hand ; and all the women went out after her with timbrels and 
with dances.** — Exod, xy. 20. 

Sound the loud Timbrel o*er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumphed — his people are free. 
Sing — for the pride of the Tyrant is broken. 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave — 
How vain was their boast, for the Lobd hath but spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jehovah has triumph'd — his people are free. 

Praise to the Conqueror I praise to the Lord I 

His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword — 

Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
For the Lord hath looked out from his pillar of glory', 

And all her brave thousands are dashed in the tide. 
Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jehovah has triumph'd — his people are free ! 

' I have so much altered the character of this air, which is from 
the beginning of one of Avison*s old-fashioned concertos, that, with- 
out this acknowledgment, it could hardly, I think, be recognised. 

' **And it came to pass, that, in the morning watch, the Ixxrd 
looked unto the host of the Egyptians, through the pillar of fire and 
of the cloud, and troubled the host of the Egyptians." — Exod. 
xiv. 24. 
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GO, LET ME WEEP. 

(AIB. 6TETENSOK.) 

Go, let me weep — there's bliss in tears, 

When he who sheds them inlj feels 
Some ling'ring stain of early years 

Effac'd by every drop that steals. 
The fruitless showers of worldly woe 

Fall dark to earth and never rise ; 
While tears that from repentance flow, 

In bright exhalement reach the skies. 
Go, let me weep. 

Leave me to sigh o'er hours that flew 

More idly than the summer's wind, 
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance threw, 

But left no trace of sweets behind. — 
The warmest sigh that pleasure heaves 

Is cold, is faint to those that swell 
The heart, where pure repentance grieves 

O'er hours of pleasure, lov'd too well. 
Leave me to sigh* 



COME NOT, O LORD. 

(ATK. HAYDN.) 

Come not, O Lord, in the dread robe of splendour 
Thou wor'st on the Mount, in the day of thine ire ; 

Come veil'd in those shadows, deep, awful, but tender^ 
Which Mercy flings over thy features of fire ! 
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Lord, thou rememb'rest the night, when thy Nation ^ 
Stood fronting her Foe bj the red-rolling stream ; 

0*er Egypt thy pillar shed dark desolation. 
While Israel bask'd all the night in its beam. 

So^ when the dread clouds of anger enfold Thee, 
From us, in thy mercy, the dork side remove ; 

While shrouded in terrors the guilty behold Thee, 
Oh, turn upon us the mild light of thy Lore ! 



WERE NOT THE SINFUL MARTS TEARS. 

(▲IB. — STEVEKBOK.) 

Were not the sinful Mary's tears 

An offering worthy Heaven, 
When, o*er the faults of former years. 

She wept — and was forgiven ? 

When, bringing every balmy sweet 

Her day of luxury stor'd. 
She o'er her Saviour's hallow'd feet 

The precious odours pour'd ; — 

And wip'd them with that golden hair. 

Where once the diamond shone ; 
Though now those gems of grief were there. 

Which shine for God alone ! 

' ** And it came between the camp of the Egyptians and the camp 
of Israel ; and it was a cloud and darkness to them, but it gave light 
by night to these." ^Exod, xiv. 20 
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Were not those sweets, so humbly shed — 

That hair — those weeping eyes — 
And the sunk heart, that inly bled — 

Heaven's noblest sacrifice ? 

Thou, that hast slept in error's sleep, 
• Oh, wouldst thou wake in Heaven, 
Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep, 
" Love much ^ " and be forgiven ! 



AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS. 

(AIB. — HAYDN.) 

As down in the sunless retreats of the Ocean, 

Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see. 
So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion. 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to Thee, 
My God ! silent, to Thee — 
Pure, warm, silent, to Thee. 

As still to the star of its worship, though clouded. 

The needle points faithfully o'er the dim sea, 
So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to Thee, 
My God I trembling, to Thee — 
True, fond, trembling, to Thee. 

' ** Her sins, which are many, are forgiven ; for she loved much.' 
Luktj vii. 47. 
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BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 

(ADL — 8TETSH80N.) 

But who shall see the glorious day 

When, thron'd on Zion's brow. 
The LoBB shall rend that veil away 

Which hides the nations now?^ 
When earth no more beneath the fear 

Of his rebuke shall lie ;* 
When pain shall cease, and every tear 

Be wip'd from ev'rj eye.' 

Then, Judah, thou no more shalt mourn 

Beneath the heathen's chiun ; 
Thy days of splendour shall return, 

And all be new again.^ 
The Fount of Life shall then be quafTd 

In peace, by all who come ;^ 
And every wind that blows shall waft 

Some long-lost exile home, 

> ** And he will destroj, in this mountain, the face of the covering 
cast over all people, and the veil that is spread over all nations." — 
laaiah, xxt. 7. 

* " The rebuke of his people shall he take awaj firom off all the 
earth." — iMuah^ xxy. 8. 

' ** And God shall wipe away all tears fixmi their eyes ; . . . . 
neither shall there be any more pain." — Rev. zxi. 4. 

* " And he that sat upon the throne said. Behold, I make all 
things new." — Rev. zxi 5. 

* ** And whosoever will, let him take the water of life fireely." — 
Rev. xxiu 17. 
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ALMIGHTY GOD! 

CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 
(air. MOZART.) 

Almighty God ! when round thy shrine 
The Palm-tree's heavenly branch we twine, ' 
(Emblem of Life's eternal ray, 
And Love that " fadeth not away,") 
We bless the flowers, expanded all,^ 
We bless the leaves that never fall. 
And trembling say, — " In Eden thus 
" The Tree of Life may flower for us ! '* 

When round thy Cherubs — smiling calm, 
Without their flames ^ — we wreathe the Palm, 
O God ! we feel the emblem true — 
Thy Mercy is eternal too. 

* " The Scriptures haying declared that the Temple of Jerusalem 
was a type of the Messiah, it is natural to conclude that the Pabns, 
which made so conspicuous a figure in that structure, represented that 
Life and ImmortaUty which were brought to light by the GU>spel." — 
Observations on the Palm, as a Sacred Emblem, by W. Tighe. 

' **And he carved all the walls of the house round about with 
earved figures of cherubims, and palm-trees, and open flowers^** — 
1 Kings, vi 29. 

* ** When the passover of the tabernacles was revealed to the great 
lawgiver in the mount, then the cherubic images which appeared in 
that structure were no longer surrounded by flames ; for the taber- 
nacle was a type of the dispensation of mercy, by which Jehovah 
confirmed his gracious covenant to redeem mankind.*' — Observations 
on the Palm, 
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Those Chembs, with their smiling ejes, 
That crown of FaUn which never dies, 
Are but the types of Thee above — 
Eternal Life, and Peace, and Love I 



O FAIR! O PURESTI 

BAniT AUOUSTIHB TO HIS BISTBB.^ 
(▲IB. — MOOBB.) 

O fair I O purest I be thou the dove 
That flies alone to some sunny grove, 
And liv^es unseen, and bathes her wing, 
All vestal white, in the limpid spring. 
There, if the hov'ring hawk be near. 
That limpid spring in its mirror clear. 
Reflects him, ere he reach his prey. 
And warns the timorous bird away. 

Be thou this dove ; 
Fairest, purest, be thou this dove. 

The sacred pages of God's own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook, 

^ In St. Angitstine's Treatise upon the advantages of a solitary 
life, addressed to his sister, there is the following fanciful passage, 
from which, the reader will perceive, the thought of this song was 
taken : — ** Te, soror, nunquam nolo esse securani, sed timere semper- 
que tuam fragilitatem habere suspectam, ad instar pavidsB columbsD 
frequentare rivos aquarum et quasi in speculo accipitris cemere super*- 
volantis effigiem et cavere. Bivi aquarum sententise sunt scripturamm, 
quBB de limpidissimo sapientiie fonte profluentes,** &c. &c. — De Vitf 
JEremit. ad Sororem, 
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In whose holj mirror, night and daj, 
Thoult study Heaven's reflected ray ; — 
And should the foes of virtue dare, 
With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie 
Between Heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Be thou that dove ; 
Fairest, purest, be thou that dove. 



ANGEL OF CHARirr. 

(AIB. — HANDEL.) 

Anqel of Charity, who, from above, 

Comest to dwell a pilgrim here, 
Thy voice is music, thy smile is love. 

And Pity's soul is in thy tear. 
When on the shrine of GrOD were laid 

First-fruits of all most good and fair 
That ever bloom'd in Eden's shade. 

Thine was the holiest offering there. 

Hope and her sister. Faith, were given 

But as our guides to yonder sky ; 
Soon as they reach the verge of heaven. 

There, lost in perfect bliss, they di^.^ 
But, long as Love, Almighty Love, 

Shall on his throne of thrones abide. 
Thou, Charity, shalt dwell above. 

Smiling for ever by His side ! 

■ « Then Faith shall fail, and holy Hope shall die, 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy.** — Prior, 

S 
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BEHOLD THE SUN. 

(aIB. — LOBD MORimrOTOF.) 

Behold the Sun, how bright 
From jonder East he springs, 

As if the soul of life and light 
Were breathing from his wings. 

So bright the Gospel broke 

Upon the souls of men ; 
So fresh the dreaming world awoke 

In Truth's full radiance then. 

Before jon Sun arose, 

Stars cluster'd through the sky — 
But oh, how dim ! how pale were those, 

To His one burning eye ! 

So Truth lent many a ray, 
To bless the Pagan's night — 

But, Lord, how weak, how cold were they 
To Thy One glorious Light I 



LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAY? 

(air. — DB. BOTCB.) 

Lord, who shall bear that day, so dread, so splendid. 
When we shall see thy Angel, hov'ring o'er 
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This sinful world, with hand to heav'n extended, 

And hear him swear by Thee that Time's no more ? ' 
When Earth shall feel thy fast consuming ray — 
Who, Mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When through the world thy awful call hath sounded — 
" Wake, all ye Dead, to judgment wake, ye Dead !" * 

And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded, 
The Saviour shall put forth his radiant head ;* 

While Earth and Heav'n before him pass away — * 

Who, Mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When, with a glance, th* Eternal Judge shall sever 
Earth's evil spirits from the pure and bright. 

And say to thoscy " Depart from me for ever ! " 

To these, " Come, dwell with me in endless light \**^ 

When each and all in silence take their way — 

Who, Mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

^ '* And the angel which I saw stand upon the sea and upon the 
earth, liiled up his hand to heaven, and sware by Him that liyeth for 
ever and ever, .... that there should be time no longer." — Rev, x. 
5, 6. 

* " Awake, ye Dead, and come to judgment'* 

' "They shall see the Son of Man coming in the clouds of 
heaven — and all the angels with him." — MatL xxiv. 30. and xxv. 3 ) . 

* "From whose face the earth and the heaven fled away." — 
Rev. XX. 11. 

' " And before Him shall be gathered all nations, and He shall 
separate them one from anoth^. .... 

" Then shall the King say unto them on his right hand. Come, ye 
blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you, &c. 

" Then shall he say also unto them on the left hand, Depart from 
me, ye cursed, &c. 

" And these shall go away into everlasting punishment ; but the 
righteous into life eternal" — Matt xxv. 32. et seq. 

s 2 
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OH, TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE. 

(aDL — HATDH.) 

Oh, teach me to love Thee, to feel what thon art, 
Till, filled with the one sacred image, mj heart 

Shall all other passiona disown ; 
Like some pure temple, that shines apart, 

Besery'd for Thj worship alone. 

In joy and in sorrow, through praise and through blame. 
Thus still let me, living and djing the same. 

In 7%y service bloom and decay — 
Like some lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away. 

Though bom in this desert, and doom'd by my birth 
To pain and affliction, to darkness and dearth. 

On Thee let my spirit rely — 
Like some rude dial, that, fix'd on earth. 

Still looks for its light from the sky. 



WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

(AIB. — BTETENSOK.) 

Weep, weep for him, the man of God — ^ 

In yonder vale he sunk to rest ; 
But none of earth can point the sod' 

That flowers above his sacred breast. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

' "And the children of Israel wept for Moees in the plains of 
Moab." — Deut xxxiv. 8. 

* ** And he boned him in a yalley in the land of Moab ; . . . . bat 
no man knoweth of his sepulchre nnto this day." — Ibid, Yer. 6. 
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His doctrine fell like Heaven's rain,^ 

His words refresh'd like Heaven's dew — 

Ob, ne'er shall Israel see again 
A Chief, to God and her so true. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep I 

Kemember je his parting gaze, 

His farewell song bj Jordan's tide. 
When, full of glorj and of days. 

He saw the promis'd land — and died.^ 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

• 

Yet died he not as men who sink. 

Before our ejea, to soulless clay ; 
But, chang'd to spirit^ like a wink 

Of summer lightning, pass'd away.' 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 



LIKE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY BREEZE. 

(AIB. BEETHOVEN.) 

Like morning, when her early breeze 
Breaks up the surface of the seas, 

' ** My doctrine shall drop as the rain, my speech shall distil as the 
dew." — Moses* Song^ Deut xxxlL 2. 

' " I have cansed thee to see it inth thine eyes, but thon shalt not 
go over thither." — Deut xxxiv. 4. 

' ** As he was going to embrace Eleazer and Joshna, and was still 
disconrsing with them, a doud stood over him on the sadden, and he 
disappeared in a certain valley, although he wrote in the Holy Books 
that he died, which was done out of fear, lest they should venture to 
say that, because of his extraordinary virtue, he went to God." — 
Josephus, book iv. chap. viiL 

b3 
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That, in thoee farrows^ 6Bxk with night. 
Her band maj sow the seeds of light — 

Thy Grace can send its breathings o'er 
The Spirit, dark and lost before. 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For Truth divine to enter there. 

Till David touch*d his sacred lyre. 
In silence lay th' unbreathing wire ; 
But when he swept its chords along, 
Ev'n angels stoop'd to hear that song. 

So sleeps the soul, till Thou, oh Lord, 
Shalt deign to touch its lifeless chord — 
Till, wak'd by Thee, its breath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies I 



COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 

(AIB. — GERMAN.) 

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish, 

Come, at God's altar fervently kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish 

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 

Joy of the desolate, Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure. 

Here speaks the Comforter, in GtOd's name saying — 
" Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure." 
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Go, ask the infidel what boon he brings us, 
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal, 

Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us — 
" Earth has no sorrow that GtOd cannot heal." 



AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COIVIE. 

(air. — STEVENSON.) 

Awake, arise, thj light is come ; ^ 
The nations, that before outshone thee, 

Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb — 
The glory of the Lord is on thee I 

Arise — the Gentiles to thy ray. 

From ev'ry nook of earth shall cluster ; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre.* 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 
O'er foreign fields, o'er farthest waters. 

Thy exil'd sons return to thee. 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters.^ 

' *' Arise, shine ; for thy light is come, and the gloiy of the Lobd is 
risen Qix>n thee." — Imiah, Ix. 

' ''And the Gentiles shall come to thy light, and kings to the 
brightness of thy rising." — 76. 

' ^ Lift np thine eyeB round about, and see ; all they gather them- 
selves together, they come to thee : thy sons shall come from afar, and 
thy daughters shall be nursed at thy side." — lb. 

84 
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And camels rich, from Midian's tenta. 

Shall lay their treasores down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents. 
To fill thy air and sparkle o*er thee.^ 

See, who are these that, like a cloud,^ 
Are gathering from all earth's dominions. 

Like doTCS, long absent, when allow'd 

Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Surely the isles shall wait for me,' 
The ships of Tarshish round will hover, 

To bring thy sons across the sea. 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

And Lebanon thy pomp shall grace — ^ 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 
And make the ground I tread on glorious. 

' ** The mnltltade of camels shall cover thee ; the dromedaries of 
Midian and Ephah ; all thej from Sheba shall come ; they shall 
bring gold and mcense." — Isaiah^ Ix. 

* «« Who are these that flj as a cload, and as the doyes to their 
windows?" — Ih, 

' '* Surelj the isles shall wait for me, and the ships of Tarshish 
first, to bring thj sons from far, their silver and their gold with 
them." — lb, 

* ** The glory of Lebanon shall come nnto thee ; the fir-tree, the 
pine-tree, and the box together, to beautify the place of mj sanctoaiy ; 
and I will make the place of mj feet glorious.'* — Ih, 
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No more shall Discord haunt thy ways,^ 

Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 
But thou shalt call thy portals, Praise, 

And thou shalt name thy walls, Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright, ^ 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But God, Himself, shall be thy Light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from Heav'n itself descended. 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended.^ 

My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal. 
Which I have planted with this hand — . 

Live thou shalt in Life eternal.^ 



I M 



Violence shall no more be heard in thy land, wasting nor 
destruction within thy borders ; but thou shalt call thy walls, Sal- 
vation, and thy gates. Praise." — Isaiah, Ix. 

' ** Thy sun shall be no more thy light by day ; neither for bright- 
ness shall the moon give light unto thee : but the Lobd shall be unto 
thee an everiasting light, and thy God thy gloiy." — lb, 

' ** Thy sun shall no more go down ; .... for the Lord shall be 
thine everlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall be ended." 
— lb. 

* " Thy people also shall be all righteous ; they shall inherit the 
land for ever, the branch of my planting, the work of my hands." 
—lb. 
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THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 

(AIB. — CBSSCEKTIHI.) 

There is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows wearj 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary — 

What maj that Desert be ? 
'Tis Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that come 
Are lost like that daylight, for 'tis not their home. 

There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies— 

Who may that Pilgrim be ? 
'Tis Man, hapless Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone* 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert stealing, 
To pure Hps alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may that Fountain be ? 
*Tis Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under ground. 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.^ 

There is a fair spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secresy dwell — 

Who may that Spirit be ? 
'Tis Faith, humble Faith, who hath leam*d that, where'er 
Her wand bends to worship, the Truth must be there ! 

' In singing, the following line had better be adopted, — 
** Can but by the gifted of Heaven be found." 
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SINCE FIRST THY WORD. 

(AIB. — mCHOLAS FBEEMAlf.) 

Since first Thy Word awak'd my heart, 

Like new life dawning o'er me, 
Where'er I turn mine eyes, Thou art. 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear, or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, O God, and only Thee 

I live^for, now and ever. 

Like him whose fetters dropp'd away 

When light shone o'er his prison, * 
My spirit, touch'd by Mercy's ray. 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bidst be free, 

Return to bondage ? — never ! 
Thee, O GrOD, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 



HARK! 'TIS THE BREEZE. 

(aIB. — ROUSSEAU.) 

Hark 1 'tis the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children to repose ; 
While, round the couch of Nature falling. 

Gently the night's soft curtains close. 

* " And, behold, the angel of the Lobd came upon him, and a light 
shined in the prison, .... and his chains fell off from his hands.** — 
ActSy xii 7« 
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Soon o*er a world, in sleep reclining. 
Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 

Shall look, like ejes of Cherubs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark. 

Guard us, oh Thou, who neyer sleepest, 

Thou who, in silence thron'd above, 
Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 

Thy watch of Glory, Pow'r, and Love, 
Grant that, beneath thine eye, securely. 

Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn. 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely. 

Like '^ sealed fountains," rest till dawn. 



WHERE IS YOUR DWELLING, YE SAINTED? 

(aIB. — HA88B.) 

Where is your dwelling, ye Sainted ? 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope ever painted. 

Walk ye in glory and light ? 
Who the same kingdom inherits ? 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that world of Spirits, 

Or hope to dwell with you there ? 

Sages ! who, ev'n in exploring 
Nature through all her bright ways, 

Went, like the Seraphs, adoring, 
And veil'd your eyes in the blaze — 
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Martyrs ! who left for our reaping 
Truths you had sown in your blood — 

Sinners ! whom long years of weeping 
Chasten'd from evil to good — 

Maidens ! who, like the young Crescent, 

Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and the light of the Present, 

Look'd to your Heavenly Spouse — 
Say, through what region enchanted. 

Walk ye, in Heaven's sweet air ? 
Say, to what spirits 'tis granted. 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there ? 



now LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE'S WING. 

(aIB, — ANONYMOUS.) 

How lightly mounts the Muse's wing. 

Whose theme is in the skies — 
Like morning larks, that sweetes sing 

The nearer Heav'n they rise. 

Though Love his magic lyre may tune, 
Yet ah, the flow'rs he round it wreathes 

Were pluck'd beneath pale Passion's moon. 
Whose madness in their odour breathes. 

How purer far the sacred lute. 

Round which Devotion ties 
Sweet flowers that turn to heav'nly fruit. 

And palm that never dies. 
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Though War's high-sounding harp may be 
Most welcome to the hero's ears, 

Alas, his chords of victory 

Are wet, all o'er, with human tears. 

How far more sweet their numbers run. 
Who hymn, like saints above, 

No victor, but th' Eternal One, 
No trophies but of Love ! 



GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

(▲IB. — 8TEVXN80K.) 

Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch bome^^ 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 
From that time^, when the moon upon Ajalon's vale, 

Looking motionless down', saw the kings of the earth. 
In the presence of GtOd's mighty Champion, grow pale — 

Oh, never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 
Gro forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home. 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

' ** And that thej should publish and proclaim in all their cities, 
and in Jerusalem, saying, Go forth unto the mount, and fetch olive- 
branches," &C. &C. — Neh, viii 15. 

* ** For since the days of Jeshua the son of Nun unto that day had 
not the children of Israel done so : and there was very great gladness." 
— Neh, viiL 17. 

* ** Sun, stand thou ^till upon Gibeon ; and thou. Moon, in the 
valley of Ajalon." — JosK x. 12, 
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Bring myrtle and palm — bring the boughs of each tree 
That's worthy to wave o'er the tents of the Free.^ 
From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone, 

With a light not their own, through the Jordan's deep 
tide, 
Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on — * 

Oh, neyer had Judah an hour of such pride I 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS IT NOT SWEET TO THrNK, HEREAFTER. 

(AI3L H1.TDN.) 

Is it not sweet to think, hereafter. 
When the Spirit leaves this sphere. 

Love, with deathless wing, shall waft her 
To those she long hath mourn'd for here ? 

Hearts, from which 'twas death to sever, 
Eyes, this world can ne'er restore. 

There, as warm, as bright as ever, 
Shall meet us and be lost no more. 



* '* Fetch olive-branches, and pine-branches, and m3rrtle-branches, 
and palm-branches, and branches of thick trees, to make booths," — 
NeJu viii. 15. 

* ** And the priests that bare the ark of the covenant of the Lokd 
stood firm on dry ground in the midst of Jordan, and all thp 
Israelites passed over on dry ground." — Josh, iii. 17« 
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When wearilj we wander, asking 
Of earth and heaVn, where are thej. 

Beneath whose smile we once ky basking^ 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay? 

Hope still lifts her radiant finger 

Pointing to th' eternal Home, 
Upon whose portal yet they linger, 

Looking back for us to come. 

Alas, alas! doth Hope deceive us? 

Shall friendship — love -^ shall all those ties 
That bind a moment, and then leave us. 

Be found again where nothing dies ? 

Oh, if no other boon were given. 

To keep our hearts from wrong and stain, 

Who would not try to win a Heaven 
Where all we love shall live again ? 



WAB AOAINST BABYLON. 

(AIB. NOVBLLO.) 

" War against Babylon ! " shout we around, ^ 

Be our banners through earth unfurl'd ; 
Rise up, ye nations, ye kings, at the sound — ^ 

* 

" War against Babylon ! " shout through the world ! 

* ** Shout against her ronnd about.*' — Jer, 1. 15. 

' '* Set ye np a standard in the land, blow the trompet among the 
nations, prepare die nations against her, call together against her liie 
kinjrdoms," &c.^&c — Jer. IL 27. 
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Woe ! woe ! — the time of thy visitation^ 

Is come, proud Land, thy doom is cast — 
And the black surge of desolation 

Sweeps o'er thy guilty head, at last ! 

War^ war, war against Babylon ! 



' ** Oh thou that dwellest upon manj waters, .... thine end is 
come.** — Jer. li, 13. 

* «* Make bright the arrows ; gather the shields .... set up the 
standard upon the walls of Babylon.*' — Jer. li 11, 12. 

* "Woe unto them! for their day is come, the time of their 
visitation ! ** — Jer, L 27. 
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ACTON (MISS).-MODERN COOKERY, 

In all lu Branehei, redvced to • Sjsten of Emt Practice. For the vie of Private Funllles. 
In ft Series of Precticai ReceipU, all of wliich nave been strictljteated, and are riven witii 
tlie most minute exactness. Br Eliia Acton. New Editionj^o wliieh are added, DirecUons 
for Carrinir. Foolscap 8to. with Plates and Woodcuts* 7t. 9m. cloth. 

'* The uhele ^ Mls$ AeUn't reeipet * i»ttk a/ew ttiMug eMception$, ukieh are terufulontXp 
epeetjiedt are coi^ned to autk at may h^ perjeeliw depended on, from having been proved 
beneath our own roof^ and under our ewa pertonal inepeetlon.* We add, moreover, that the 
reclpei are all reatonable, and never in anf instance ettravagant, Thep do not bid ui 
taer\fi«e ten nound* ofemeellent meat, that we map get a couple of quarta of gravpfrom Iti 
nor do thep deal with butter and eggt a$ if thep coat nothing, itlu ActonU book ia a good 
booh in everp wap ; there ia right-mindedneat in everp page of it, a/a well aa thorough know- 
ledge and eefperience of the aubjeeta the *Mid/««."— Medical Gasette. 



AMY HERBERT. 

Bf a Lady. Edited hj the Rer. William 8ewell,B.D. of Exeter College, Oxford. 
Edition. 2 Tols. foolscap 8to. 9t. cloth. 



New 



ANDERSEN.— THE TRUE STORY OF MY LIFE; 

■ " ~ " ~ author of "The 

' The Impro vi satore / ' etc. Translated by Marjr 



A Sketch. Br Hans Christian Andersen, author of "The Shoes of Fortune/* **The 
NllfhtingaIe,*'««O.T.," ••Only a Fiddler/ «• - - -- 



Howitt. Fcp. 8to. ba. cloth. 
ARTISAN CLUB (THE).— A TREATISE ON THE STEAM-ENGINE. 

In iu application to Minest MiUs, Steam Navigmtion, and Railways. By the Artisan Club. 
Edited by John Bourne, C.E. New Edition. 4to. with 80 Steel Plates, etc., and about 
860 Wood EngnTings, S7«. cloth. 

BAKER.-RAILWAY ENGINEERING; 

Containinar the most approved Methods of laying out Railway Curres, and of setting out the 
Cuttings, Embankments, and Tunnels of Railways: with aOeneral and two Auxiliary Tables, 
for the Calculation of Earthworks of Railways, Canals, etc. Also, the Investigation of the 
Formula for the Snpereleration of the exterior Rail in Curres. By T. Baker, Surveyor and 
Civil Engineer. 8vo.6«. cloth. 

BALL.— AN ACCOUNT OF THE CULTIVATION AND MANUFACTURE 

OF TEA IN CHINA: derived from Personal Observation during an OiBcial Residence In 
that Country of upwards of Twentv Years i and illustrated by the best Authorities, Chinese 
as well aa European. With some Remarks on the Experiments now making for the Intro- 
duction of the Cnltnxe of the Tea Tree in other parta of the World. By S. Ball, Esa. late 
Inspector of Teas to the East India Company in China. 8vo. with Plates and Woodcuts, 
14«. eloth. 

BANFIELD AND WELD.— THE STATISTICAL COMPANION; 

Exhibiting the most interesting Facts in Moral and Intellectual, Vital, Economical, and 
Political Statistics, at home and abroad . Compiled from Official and other authentic Sources, 
by T. C. Banfield, Sutistical Clerk to the Council of Education ; and C. R. Weld, Assistant 
Secretary to the Royal Society. Foolscap 6vo. b. doth. 

BARNES.- THE ELECTORAL LAWS OF BELGIUM 

Proposed as the Basis of Parliamentary Reform in England. Translated, with the Commen- 
tary of M.J. B.Bivort, Secretary of the Cabinet of the Belgian Miniatcr of the Interior. 
By Pliilip Edward Barnes, Esq. B.A. F.1«.S. Foolscap 8vo. &. W. eloth. 
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BARRETT.-A SYNOPSIS OF CRITICISMS 

UpM tkoM Ttmmgf of tW OM Tettuient ta whM Mo4«n CoancaUtot* have <lflerc4 
froM Ike Aatkorijcd Venlaai tocctherwlth u Biplaaatlea of ▼ailaaa IMfiraltica la the 
Hebrew mm* EafltehTesU. By the Re*. Bicharrf A. P. Bamtt. M.A. Fellow at Kiaff's 
CoUcve. CaahfMge. Vale. I. aad II. »ro.a>«.«ach clacht ar ia 4 HaU-Tob. 14f. each. 
Abo, Half.*«L ▼. 14«. clalh. 

BATLDON.-THC ART OF VALUING RtNT» AND TtLLACCS, 

Aa4 the Teaaat'a Rlf ht of Eatciiag end Qaittlaf Faras.expUiaed hj lereral Speeiowae of 
aad Scaarfce ea the Cnlthralloa pareacd oa Sofia la differcat 8itaatioos. 

ere, aad Teneau. By 
10f.M.c]oth. 



Valaalioaei 

AdBf ted to the Um of Laadlords, Laad-Ageata* Afpral: 

J. 8. Bajrldaa. New Idltiaa, corrected aadrevieadly Joha Doaaldeoa^ 9ro 



Isere, F 



BEDFORD CORRRaPONDBNCB. — CORRCSPONDCNCC OF JOHN, 

Fourth DUKS or BXDFURD, aeleciedfroa the Oriclaato at Wobaia Abhe^, (174S-7D). 
WUh latiodactloae bj Lord Joha BaeecU. 9 vole. 8ro. with Poitr^ 4B$. cloth. 

BLACK.— A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON BREWING. 

Based oa Chealral aad Ecoaoadcal Priadales : with Fonaalje for FahUe Brawcva, aad 
laetractioat for Private FeaUiee. By WUHaai Blach. Third Edlcioa, terlMd aad eor- 
reeled, with coaeidcrahle Additioos. 8ro. 10*. 6d. cloth.— Alao. 

SUPPLBMKNT, of BXMARK8 oa BATABIAN BKBR» «U. 8vo.2i. U. Mwad. 

BLAINB.~AN ENCYCLOPiCDIA OF RURAL SPORTS ; 

Or, a eoaiplala Acrnaat, HUtorial. Practical, smI Deeciiiitlre. of HoBtiag, Skootiaf,I1«Uar, 
Rarlaa , aad other Field SporU aad Athledc AaiaeeaMaU of the presaat dajr. By Delahere 

P. Blaiac, Beq., aathor of "Caaiac Patholofy," etc. 

Wood, hy B. BnMttoa« tiom Omwlaga by Alhea, T. 

BLAIR'S CHRONOLOaCAL AND HISTORICAL TABLES, 

fcooi the Ciealiea lathe preaant TIawt withAddltloBa aad CoerccHoaftoai 1 
tic Writers ; laefauUaf the Coispatatioa of St. Paal, aa coaaectiaf the Period froat the 
Ksode to the Teasple. Uader the rarisloa of Sir Hearr BUis, H.II.,PkiaeipaI UhmiaB of 
the British llaaeaau lapetlal Seo. Sis. W. hatf-hoaad i 



With nearly GOO Kafcravings oa 
■car, Dlckea^ etc Sto. Air. doth. 



BLOOMFIELD— THE HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAN VMAR. 

By 'nacvdidas. A New BscansJoa of the Test, with a eanfally Miaadrd Pnnctoation ; aad 
coaloBS Notes, Critical, Philological, sad Explanatory » alssosl eatirelr origiasl, bat Vff^J 
selected and a r r a nged from the best Expositors : accompaaied with fall lodexes. lllas« 
trated by M^s andTlaas. By ^s R«v. 8 . T. Blo o M i eid, D.D. 1E.S.A. 2. vols. See. 3b. cloth. 



BLOOMFIBLD.— THE HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAn WAR. 

Br Thacydldea. Traaalatad Into English, aad aceoaipaalod. with vary eopions Noted, 
Pailologicalaad Expiaaatoi ' ~ 

O.D.F.BJU Ivala. 



tlatad into English, aad aceoaipaaled. with ▼ary eopions Noted, 
story , Historical aad Geographical. By the Bav.S. T. Bloomfield, 
»* with Miva aad Plataa3'* te> boacds. 

BLOOMFIELD.-THE CREEK TESTAMENT : 

With cepioas English Notes. Critical, Philological, aad BsplansHaf. ForaBod foe fhe ase 
of advaaccd StadenU of Dinnlty and Candidates for Holy Orders. By the Rev. 8. T. 
Bloomfield, D.O. F.8.A. NewBdltion. 3ToU.8TO.with«.MapofPalcstine,40«.cloth. 



BLOOMFIBLD.— THE GREEK TESTAMENT FOR 
SCHOOLS ; with sbortcr BagUsh Notes, Critienl, Philologicai« and 
Rer. 8. T. Bloomield. D.D. New Bditfov, ealarged, with a New 
Foolscap 8ro. lOS. M. cloth. 



apaad 



AND 
By the 
ladex. 



BLOOMFIBLD.-. GREEK ANff ENGLISH LEXICON- TO- THE NEW 

TBflTAMBNT: espedslly adapted to tbe ns« of Colleges, and the HfeherCbasaala Public 
Schools; bat also Intended as a eonrenieat Manual for Biblical Stadenta ia 



Dr. Bloomfield. New Edilioa, iiaprored. Foolscap 8ro. lOr. 6d. cloth. 



By 



BORDER.— NARRATIVE OF A CAMPAIGN WITH A FRENCH COLUMN 

against the Kaballesor Algeria: with the Mission of H. Sachet to the Bmlr Abd.eI>Kader, 
for aa Rschange of Prisoaors. By Dawsan Barret^. F;R.G.&. Measbre Coaeeueadant da I» 
Soeidtd Orientaleh Paiis,.aatfaar. of *'A Joamey ftom Naples to Jeranlem.'* 
IQs. fid. doth. 



Post 8ro. 



BOSANQUET.— CHRONOLOGY OP THE TIMfi» OF DANHIk, EZRA, 

AND NEHBMIAH, considered with the view of correcting an Krror nf Thirty-three Years 
in the received Chrontflag y baCwaen the Capture of Jaimalrwi by Nebaohadnezsar aad ther 
BiHh of Cfaslst. Leading to an Kxplaaatioa of the Prophecy of the Seventy Weeks, the 
BaDorexy of the lost Bia of the Jubiiea, and the Rectification of several important Dates ia 
Scripture Chronalogy.. By-J. Whatasaa Basan^uet, Bs^ Part I . Svo. 8M.6d, doth. 
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BRANDE.~A DICTIONARY* OT SOCNCEr LITERATURE, AND ART; 

Comprising tha Hiatoiy* D«sarlption, And Scientific Princlpies of erery Branch of Human 
Knowledge; with the DeriTatlon and Definition of all the Terms in general nse. Edited by 
W.T. BnBde,F.il.S.L.and B.; asiLited hrDr.i» C«avin. 8to. with Woodcute, 31. doth. 

BUDGE (J.)-THE PRACTICAL MINER'S GUIDE. 

Compriiinr a Set of Trigonomctiieal T4bl«* adaptad to all the purposeaof Oblique «r 
Dlacoual, Vertical, Horisontai, and Tmvene Dialling ; with their application to the Dial, 
Exercise of Drifts, Lodea, SUdoa, Lerelliuf, Inaccessible Distances, Ueighu, etc.. Bj 
J. Budge. New Edition, enlarged. 8ro. with Portrait, 12t. cloth. 

BULL.— HINTS TO MOTHERS, 

for the Manageaeot of Health daring the Period of Pregnaner and In the Ljing-in Room ; 
with ao Kzpoanre of Popular Errors laconueziaii wjth those subjects. B]rThoaaaaBull,M*D . 
New Edition , rerised and considerublr enlarge d . yoolscap 8to. 7s. cloth. 

BULL.-THE MATERNAL MANAGEMENT OF CHILDREN, 

In HEALTH and DISi£ASE. Bjr Thomas Bull, M.D. Physicimi Accoucheurto the Finsbtny 
Mldwifaiy IntHtutloa, etc. New-Bditlon, rerised and enlarged. Foolscap 8to. fit. cloth. 

BUNSEN.— THE CONSTITUTION OF THE CHURCH OF THE FUTUAE. 

A praetleal Explanation of tha Correspondence with the Rlrht Hon. William Gladstone, 
ou theOeman Church, Bpiscopacf, and Jerasalem. With a Preface i Notes, and the com- 
plete Correspondence. By tha Cheralier C. C. J. Bunaen, Ph.D., D.O.L. Trauslated under 
the>«Bp«rl»tcadeacet of and with additions bj the Author. Pose »ro. Si. 64f. cloth. 

BUNSEN.— EGYPT'S PLACE IN UNIVERSAL HISTORY: 

An Historical Inrestlgatton, in Five Buolcs. B7O.C. J.Bunsen, D. Ph. and D.CtL. Trans* 
lated from the German, bj C. H; Cottrell, Ksq. M.A. Vol. I. containing the First Book, or 
Sources and Primeval Facts of Egyptian History: with an Ecyptiaa Grammar and Dictionary, 
and a complete List of HieroirLrphical Signs; an AppeMdis- of Autiioritiea, embracing the 
completeText of Manetho anaEratostheuB«,.£|yptiaca from Pliny, Strabo, etc. s and Plates 
representing the Egyptian DlTinitles. 8to. with numerous iUnttrations, 28t. cloth. 

BUBDER.-ORIENTAL CU&TOMS, 

Applied to the Illustration of the Sacred Scriptures. By Dr. Samuel Burder. Htw 
Edition, with AddiUous. Foolscap 8to. 8f. 6d. cloth. 

BURNS.— THE PRINCIPLES OF CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY: 

Containing the Doctrines, Duties, Admonitions, and Consolations of the Christian Hellglon. 
By John Bnma, H.D.F.B.S. 6lh Edition. Foolscap 8ro. Gi. dd. cloth. 

BURNS.— CHRISTIAN. FRAGMENTS ; 

Or, Remarks on the Nature, Precepts, and Comforte of Bellgfon. Bylohn-D«m8,M.D. 
F,R.S. Foolscap 8vo. 6«. cloth. 

BUTLER.-A SKETCH OF MODERN AND ANCIENT GEOGRAPHY. 

By Samuel Butler, D.D., late Lord Bishop of Lichfield and Coventry; and formerlr Head 
MHter of Shrewsbury SchoeL New Edhion, rerised by the Author's Sou. 8n>« 8r. boards. 

BUTLER.-AN ATLAS OF MODERN GEOGRAPHY. 

Consistit^r of Twenty*three coloured Maps, from a New Set of Plates 1 with an Index of 
all the Names of Places, referring to the Latitudeeand Lonyitudes. By the lute Dr. Butler, 
Bishop of Lichfield. New Edition, corrected. 8to. 12«. haif>bound. 

BUTLER.~AN ATLAS OF ANCIENT GEOGRAPHY. 

Conaisttng of Twenty-three coloured Mapsi with an Index of ail the Names of Places, 
• referring to the Latitudes and Loogitudea. By the late Dt, Butler, Bishop of Lichfield. 
MewBnitfon,coi*ected; 8vo. Us. half-bound. 

BUTLER.— A GENERAL ATLAS OF MODERN AND ANOENT GEOGRAPHY. 

Consisting of Forty-fire coloused Maps, and copious Indices referring- to the Latitudes and 
LongHudcsk By the late Dr. Butler, Bishop of Lichfield. New Edition, bom an entirely 
■d conceted set of Plaiea. 4lo. S4sb haU-bnund. 



CABINET LAWYER (THE). 

A' Fbpttlar Digest of the Imwrn of Bni^and, Clrll and Criminal | witlia DIetlonnryof Leer 
Terms,Maxims, Statues, and Judicial Antiquities ; Correct Tables of AsacaacdTasea, Stamp 
Duties. Excise Licences, and Post-Horse Duties; Post-OfBce Regulations, and Prison 
Dlseinlihe. Fourteenth Edition, eniarysd*, and corrected thmughoul. with the l«egal 
Decisions and Statutes to Jliichaelmas.Tenn» 10 and U Victoria. F!eap. 8ro. lis. 6A doth. 



8 NEW WOBK8 AMD NEW EDITIONS 

CALLCOTT.-HOME AMONG STRANCERS: 

ATkle. Bf Maria BatcUas Cklleeu. Svola.fcap.8ro. It. cUrtk* 

CALLCOTT.~A SCRIPTURE HERBAL: 

Wltk apwarda of ISO Wood Kafrariaf a. Bj LuAj Callcott. 8q«arc crows 8to. If .b. cloth. 

CARTOON8.-THE PRIZE CARTOONS EXHBITEO IN WESTNONSTER- 

HALL, PablUkcd aader tke Saaciioa and Patron^c of Her Majeitj's Coaiaria«ioacrs oa 
the Floe Arta. Elcvca large folio Eag ravlaga, la a Beat PoitloUo, U.i$,i Proof* before 
lettm, Sf.8t. 

CATLOW.-POPULAR CONCHOLOGY; 

Or, the Shell CaMaet arraagcd i bciaff aa latrodaetloa to themoderv Sji tcai of CoBchology; 
wkb a aheteh of the Natural Hiaterr of the Aalaials, aa aeeovat of the Fonnatloa of the 
8hcUs, aadaeoamlete Deaeriptlre List of the Faadllea aad Gaaen. B7 Agnci Catlow. 
FooUeapSro. with SIS Woodcata, lOr . U. cloth. 

CHALENOR.-^WALTER CRAY, 

A Ballad, and other Pocaa. B7 MaqrChaleaor. Sd B4ICIoi^ with Addldoaa,iBCl«dlBf the 
Aathor's Poetical Bemalnf . reap. 9ro.fif . cloth. 

C0LLINS.~MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE OF WILLIAM COLLINS, ESQ. R.A. 

ladadiag Sclcctioaa from hia Joaraala aad Correepoodcacc, Nolicea of mun of his 
eaiacat CoatcaiporarleK, aad a Deaerlptioa of biapriaclpal Worhs. By his Sob, W. WUhle 
Colliaa, Eaq. With Portrait after UbbcU, aad S Yigaettca from Shetchea hj the Paiater. 
3 rola. poat 0ro. SU. cloth. 

COLTON.— LACON; OR, MANY THINGS IN FEW WORDS. 

Bj the Eev.C.C.ColtOB. NewEditioa. 8Y0.12«.cloth. 

CONVERSATIONS ON BOTANY. 

Ne«EditloB,iaiproTed. Foolscap Sro.vithSS PtaUs,7««M'Cloth ; nithcoUmred Plates.lSa. 

CONVERSATIONS ON MINERALOGY. 

With Plates, eagraTed by Mr. and Mrs. Lovrj, from Orlglaal Drawlags. TUrd Edidoa, 
enlarged. S rola. foolscap 8vo. I4s. cloth. 

CONTBEARE AND HOWSON.— THE LIFE AND EPISTLES OF ST. PAUL; 

eonprisiog a complete Biomplij of tbe Apostle, and a Paraphrastic Translation of hla 
EpUtles Inserted in Cbrooological order. Edited by the Ber. W. J. Conybeare, M.A. late 
Fellow of Trinity CoUege. Cambridge ; and tbe Rev. J. S. Howsoa, M.A. Principal of the 
Collegiate Institatloa, LiTerpool. :iwol».4U>., ricbly iUastrated by nnmerons EngraTiaga 
on Steel aad Wood of the Priacipal Places vidted br the Apostle, from Otlgiaal Drawlags 
auule OB the spot by W. H. Bartlett; and by Maps, Caarts, Coins, etc. 

V Te b«9nblUhtdin Montklg Pmrtt, pHc* U. eack § tkt Ftrtt 9/mkUk mtttgppemr In the 

Awtmmn 0/ UMQ. 

COOPER (THE REV. E.>~SERMONS, 

Cbiedy designed toelncldate someof theleadiagD«ctilBesof theGospcL By the Ber. Edward 
Cooper. New Edition. 2 rob. 12bm. lOt. boards. 

COOPER (THE REV. E.)— PRACTICAL AND FAMIUAR SERMONS. 
New Edition. 7 toIs. ISmo. I/. ISr. boards. 

COPLAND.— A DICTIONARY OF PRACTICAL MEDICINE; 

Comprising General Pathology, the Nature aad Treatment of Diseases, Morbid Stnictnres. 
and the Disorders especially incidental to Cliaiates. to Sez, and to the different E^ha of 
Life, with munenms sipprored Fonnnlst of the Medicines recommended. By James Coplaad» 
M.D., etc. etc. Vols . i. and 11., 8to. S/. cloth } aad Pasts X. to XIII . 4s. 6d. each. 

COQUEREL.— CHRISTIANITY ; 

Us perfect adaptation to the Mental, Morn], and Spirltaal Natnre of Mas. By Athaaase 
Coqnerel, one of the Pastors of the French Protestant Charch la Paris. Traaslated by the 
Rer. D. Daviton, M.A. With an Introdacloiy Notice of the State of the Pyotestaat Charch 
of Fraace, writtea by the Author for the RBglish Edition. Post 8to. IS«. cloth. 

COSTELLO (MISS).— FALLS, LAKES, AND MOUNTAINS OF NORTH 

WALES ; bcinr a Pictorial Tour tbrongh the most Interestiag parts of the Coontry. By 
Lonisa Stnart Costello, anthor of ** Tbe Rof e Garden of Persia,^* etc. Profnsely llhistrated 
with Views, fa«n Original Shetchea by 0. H. M*Kewan, engrarcd on wood, and litho- 
graphed, by T. and B. GUks. Sqaare 8ro. with Map, 14t. doth. 
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COULTER.— ADVENTURES ON THE WESTERN COAST OF SOUTH 

AMERICA AND IN THE INTERIOR OF CALIFORNIA. Including • NftrntWe of Inci. 
dent* at the Klngsnlll Islnnds, New Ireland, New Britain, New Guinea, and otlter Islands 
in tlie Pacific Ocean. With an Account of tlie Natural Productions, and the Manners and 
Customs, in Peace and War, of the various Savaipe Tribes Tlsited. Bj John Coulter, M.D. 
author of *'AdTentures in the Pacific.*' 2 toIs. postSvo. 16*. cloth. 

" Dr. Coulter'* volunut po$»e*$ tkntughotit the interett o/ a Jirtt-rate novels earrplng 
itith them am open truthfutnett wMek teltt ut at once that we eoit put our full trutt in the 
author*$9eracitVf however wild and wonderful may ie the scenes which he deseribeSf or the 
incidents which he narrates t his (one, f»o, is always just what it should bet no pretension to 
hifh-Jlown sentiment, or any other species of hypocrisy^ morale intellectual or religious ; 
but a honest stre^ghtforward denunciation of all that is base and wiched^ and a warm 
admiration and ready sympathy for every weif f deed, or kindly feeling.*'— EugliBh. Renew, 

COULTER.— ADVENTURES IN THE PACIFIC; 

With Obaerrations on the Natural Productions, Manners and Customs of the Natives of^ the 
TariouB Islands } Remarks on the Missionaries, British and other Residents, etc. By John 
Coulter, M.D. Post 8vo. 7«. M. cloth. 

CRESY (E.)~AN ENCYCLOP/EDIA OF CIVIL ENGINEERING, HISTORICAL, 

THEORETICAL, and PRACTICAL. BfEdu-ard Cresf, F.S.A. C.E. Illustrated by upwards 
of Three Thousand Engravings on Wood, explanatory of the Principles, Machinery, and Con- 
structions which come under the Direction of the Civil Engineer. One large Volume 
8vo. upwards of 1,600 pages, S<. 13«. 6d. cloth. 

CROCKER'S ELEMENTS OF LAND SURVEYING. 

Fifth Edition, corrected throughout, and considerably improved and modernised, by. 
T. G. Bunt, Land Surveyor, Bristol. To which are added, TABLES OF SIX-FIGURB 
LOGARITHMS, etc., supenotended by Richard Farley, of the Nautical Almanac EsubUsh. 
ment. Post 8vo. 1S«. cloth. 

*•* Mr. Farley's Tables ^fSUs-Figure Logarithms may be had separately, price As. 6d. 
D'AGINCOURT.— THE HISTORY OF ART, 

By its Monuments, from Its Decline in the Fourth Century to its Restoration In the Six- 
teenth. Translated from the French of Seroux D'Agincourt, by Owen Jones, architect. 
With 8,336 Subjects, engraved on 328 Plates. Vol.1. Architecture, 78 plates; vol. II. 
Sculpture, 51 plates} vol. 111. Painting, 204 plates. 8 vols, royal folio, bl.is. sewed. 

DALE (THE REV. THOMAS). — THE DOMESTIC LITURGY AND 

FAMILY CHAPLAIN, in Two Parts: the First Part being Church Services adapted for 
Domestic Use, with Prayers for every Day of the Week, selected exclusively from the Book 
of Common Prayer. Part II. comprising an appropriate Sermon for every Sunday in the 
Year. By the Rev. Thomas Dale, M.A. Vicar of St. Pancras. Post 4to. 21«. cloth: or, 
bound by Hayday, 3U. 6d. calf lettered ; 60s. morocco. 

DEJAENISCHAND WALKER.~DE JAENISCH'S CHESS PRECEPTOR: 

A New Analysis of the Openings of Games. By C. F. De Jaenlsch, of St. Petersburgh. 
Translated from the French, with copious Notes, by 6. Walker, author of '* Chess Studies," 
and various other Works on the Game of Chess. 8vo. lfi«. cloth. 

DE LA BECHE.-REPORT ON THE GEOLOGY OF CORNWALL, DEVON, 

AND WESTSOBIERSET. By HenrvT. De la Beche, F.R.S. etc.. Director of the Ordnance 
Geological Survey. Published by Order of the Lords Commissioners of H.M. Treasury. 
Svo.inth Maps, Woodcuu, and 12 large Plates, 14<.cloth. 

DE LA GRAVIERE.-SKETCHES OF THE LAST NAVAL WAR. 

Translated from the French of Captain E. Jurien de laGraviftre i with an Introduction, and 
Explanatory Notes. By the Hon. Captain Pluukett, R. N., author of " The Past and Future 
of the British Navy.'* 2 vols, post 8vo. with Plans, 18«. cloth. 

DE STRZELECKI (P.E.)-PHYSICAL DESCRIPTION OF NEW SOUTH 

WALES AND VAN DIEMAN'S LAND. Accompanied by a Geological Map, Sections, 
and Diagrams, and Figures of the Organic Remans. By P. K. Dc Stxxclecki. 8vo. with 
coloured Map and numerous Plates, As. cloth. 

DIBDIN (THE REV. T. F.)-THE SUNDAY LIBRARY : 

Containing nearly One hundred Sermons by eminent Divines. With Notes, etc. by the 
Rev. T. F. Dibdin, D.D. 6 vols, foolscap 8vo. with C PorUaits, 30«. cloth } neatly half'bound 
In morocco, with gilt edges, 2{. 12«. M. 

DISCIPLINE. 

By the Author of "Letters to my Unknown Friends,*' **Twelve Years Ago," and *' Some 
Passages from Modem Histoxy." 18mo. 8f . cloth. 



DOUBLEDAY AND HBWITSON'S BUTTEBFUBS.~THS CEIiCRA OF 

DlOBaiAL LiFlOOnSBA i otmyrMaf their Gmarlc Clnnet«rs~« Nodce of the H^its 
■Bi Tnmft n a Mnn tm i ftCaialOfM •l the SpMiee of ewh Genw. Bjr Kdw«d DraUe- 
6mr, S^. F^X^ietr., ihwIilMl In the Zoetoflnl P ciwf w un of the British Mweiua. li 
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NEW W0BK9 AND NEW EDITIONS 



mM 4t». aallonii with Qnf uid MiteheH's OnUthologn lUttslntcd wUh 7S coloved Plates, 
\jW. C. HewitMm, Maq. Aaihor of '* British Ooioif." 



•^•FmkU 



*miH»klmm i» Mmmttfy Pmrtn, te. Mei| «u»k Part cmrsf«<far|r ^ fafveeiewi 
mmffimg LttUr- f r n t. Te t« ttmfitttd iuabomt 48 J*«rt*, 9 q^ wAieA i 



rdPlmt«»twith 



0BXSDBN OALLEBT.^THE MOST CELEBRATED PtCTURGS OF THE 

ROYAL OAIXBRY at DBBSIMIi, dnwa oa »toM, froM the Orieiiuda, br Vnn 

. Haa f ala iii gel i vith DMariftfve aad Bteg waM eal NMicca, la hcoch andOrraaa. Noa. I. 

to Lll^ imperial folio, cacb contaiaing B Plates with accooapanjrinr Letter-press, price 

Mt. to Sahacribersi to NoB«s»ha eil be»a, tDt. Sinfte Plates, ISe. each. 

•*«, r« te«Mvl#*Mf im 8 awre »«■*•••« ^riee 20*. eeeA, re 5ii*ser<*«r(} Jfes. L/. (• IX. 

rteteiiyr mw'^ 4 PlmU^mmd LttUrprtm, 



DBtJMHOND.— OBSERVATIONS ON NATURAL SYSTEMS OF BO- 
TANY. Bf JasMS L. Dnuunood, M.O. Professor of Analog sod Physloleffj ia tl»e B«yal 
Belfast lastitatloB : aathor of •* Fint Steps to Botaa j," sad **LetUr to a Yoaag-fiTatiKaUat.** 
Voolscap 8to. Si. cloth. 

DUNLOP.— TRAVELS IN CENTRAL AMERICA. 

With a Joamal of aearlf Three Years' Residence in the Coantrr. To which are added, a 
Bhetch of the Historj of the Ropahiir, aad as Aecooat of its CllaMUf Prodoctioaa^ i 
occ. Bf B o hM t Glaaffow Daalop, Esq. Post 8ro. with Biap, lOs . 64. ckrth. 



DUNLOP (JOHN).-~THI HISTORY OF FICTION: 

Being a Critical Account of the most celebrated Prose Works of Fiction, from the caiAest 
Greek Romances to the Novels of the Present Age. Bj John Doalop. N ear£diti0a,<aa- 
pletc 1b One Volame. Medium 8ro. Ite doth. 

BA8TLAKE.— MATERIALS FOR A HISTORY OF OIL PAtNTINC. 

Bf Gharics Lock Bastlahe, Esq. R. A. F.R.B. F.8.A. Secretary to the Royal CommissloB for 
Ptmaotiag the Pine Acta la eoBamdoa with the rebailding of the Uooses of Pariiameat^ etc. 
8vo. I8f. cloth. 

••• rot. II. O* tk0 Itmlimm Prmetlet «/Ott Puiuttng, h preparing ft puklUmtUm, 
ECCLESIASTE»; OR, THE PREACHER. 

The W^oeds of the Preacaer, Son of Daridw King of Jemsalem, f^tna the Holr Seriytares. 
Being the Twelve Chapters of the Book of Kccleilastes, eleyantlf illuminated, in the Miasal 
Style, bf Owen Jones. Imperial 8ro. la a nHtgniftceBt canred biadiug, 4ii. f at haadaoawlr 
boaad ia red morocco, M». 

I ECCLBSTON (JAMES).— AN INTRODUCTION TO ENCUSH ANTiOUmES, 
Ittteadad aa a CosBpanion to the Ufstorr of Rnglaad. Bjr James Bccleaton, Bji. Head 
Maatar of SatCim ColdAeld Oraauaar ScmmL Sto. with uanMiaus EafnuriJigs oa MTood, 
Us. doth. 

ELLIOTSON.— HUMAN PHYSIOLOGY: 

With which islncorporated mach of the BlenMatai7PBrt.of tha "laetHatioBaa P&jrslo] 
of J. F. Blamcnbach, Professor ia the Univcrsltjr of Gottingcn. Bf John BlUotaoa, 
Caatab. F.R.a. Fifth Edltloa, 8vo. wlthaaawroos Woodcuts, 31. 2t. doth. 

THE ENGLISHMAN'S GREEK CONCORDANCE OF THE NEW TESTA- 
MENT { beinjr aa atteaipt at a Vexbal Connexion between the Greek and the Englisb 
Tests ; Inclnding a Concordance to the Proper Names, with Indesns, Greek-BniUah 
nnd English-Greek. Id Bdltioa,caxeftaif revised, with a new Indev, Greek aad Bafpish. 
Bof al 8ro. 4S», 

THE ENGLISHMAN'S HEBREW AND CHALDEE CONCORDANCE OF 

THE OLD TESTAMBNT; being aa-attempt at a Verbal Coanmlon between the Orlgiaal 
aadtheBaglishlVaaslatioaat with latfesof , a Lislof the Proper Names aad their ocear- 
, eta. Ota. S vols. togtA 8«a. 81. Us. 9i. cloth< large poper» 41. 14s.M. 



! EPHEMERA.-A HAND-BOOK OF ANGLING: _^ , 

Teaching Fir FUhiag, TMUiar* Bottooe- FlaMan, ami Salmon Flshla«. ^ With theNntnal 
llistorr.of Blrar Fish, aad tho beat Modea. of Catching them* By Ephemera (of Jlefrf 
L4friaX>oade«). NewBdltioB. Foolscap 8*ou with Wood Ea^nnwi«|«»8'-<^»* 

EBMAN.— TRAVELS IN SIBERIA i . „ . _. 

Including Excursions Northwards, down the Obi, to the Polar Circle, and Southwards, 
to the Clunese Frontier. Bf Adolph Ennan. Translated bf W. U. Cooicf « Esq. aittfaov or 
"The Hlstorf of Maritime aad Inland Diseorerf ;'* traaslator and editor of Dr*PlaitDt's 
•«Joumef to Ararat," etc. 8 role. 8ro« ivlth Map, 8if . M4 dbthi 
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ETHERID6E.— THE APOSTOLICAL ACTS AND EPISTLES, 

Froa the PeccUto. or Ancimt Sjrriae. To wMch are added, the remalulay Epistles, and 
the Book of RereUtimi, after a later SjrriMi Text. TraasUted, with Prolevomeaa and 
Indices, by J. W. Ethcridge, M.A. Doctor in Philosophy of the Unirersitj of ,Heldelberr, 
and Member of the Asiatic Society of Paris ; author of " The Syrian Ghiuehes i their eanr 
Uatorft Utnrgie^juid Uteratore.** Boyal 12no. 7$. 6d. doth. 

EVANS.— THE SUGAR PLANTER'S MANUAL; 

Being a Treatise on the Art of obtaining Sugar from the Sngar Cane. By W. J.BraaSyM.D. 
8to. 9«. cloth. 

FARET.— TREATISE^ON THE STEAM-ENGINE, 

Historical, Practieal, and Deacriptire. By John Farey, Sngioeer. 4to* iUostnted by 
Bumeroos Woodcuts, and 2fi Copper- plates, &/, 6$, in boards. 



I 



IN^tRY INTO> TH€ TRUE PRIN- 

espedally with reference to AUCHITECTURE. 

»» 

fiTO 



FEBGUSSON.~AN M1STORJCAL 

CIPLBS OF BEAUTY IN ART. more 

By James Fergussoo, Esq., author of ** An Essagr on the Ancient Topography of Jernsalemi 
'* Picturesque Illustrations of Ancient Arcltitecture in Hiudostan/' etc. Vol. 1. with fii 
Copperplates, a coloured Lithogn^hic EngraYing, and upwards of 100 Woodcuts. Imperial 
8ro. 30s. doth. 



FIELD.— PRISON DISCIPLINE; 

And the Advantages of the Separate System of Imprisonment i with a detailed Account of 
the Uisdpline now nuranml in the Naw County Gaolat Beadiof. By the Ren J. Field, MJk. 
Chanlain. New Edition. ST«U.aro.aOs.doth. 

FLOWERS AND THEIR KINDRED THOUGHTS; 

A Series of Stansas— On Hope, Innocence, Modesty, Childhood, Humility, Joy, LoTC, 
Conataacy, Fascination, Timidity, Fine Tkste, Thoughts, Recollection, and Friendship . Bjr 
Mary Anne Bacon. Illustrated by the Snowdrop, Primrose, Violet, Harebell and Pimpernel, 
Uly of the Valley, Hawthorn, Rose, Honeysockle, Carnation, CoaToiTulUs,JachsiB, Pansy, 
Forget-me-not, and Holly i designed and printed in Colours by Owen Jones. Imperial Sro. 
UU.dd. elegantly bound. 

FOBSTER (REV. C.)-THE HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF ARAEIA: 

Or, the Patriarchal ETldences of Revealed Rdigion. A Memdr, with Illustrative Maps ana 
an Appendix* containing. Trtnelatlons. By the Rev. Charles Forster, B.D., 2 vols. 8to. 90s* 
cloth. 

FORSTER (REV. C.>-THE UFE OF JOHN JEBB. D,D. F.R.S« 

Late Bishop of Limerick. With a Selectton from his Letters. By the Rev. Charles Forster, B.D., 
B«c(ocof9tiiitadrE«sc& NevEditiDB. Svo. with Portrait, l«a. doth. 



FOfiTBB.— THE HANO-BOOK.OF EUROPEAN 
BrMra. Foater. Foolaosv 8«>o. 



LITERATURE. 

iN«mrtjf reaijf. 

FOSS.— THE JUDGES OF ENGLAND: 

With SfcetclMa of their LiTeS)and Misoellaneous Notices conneetedwitb thaCimrts at West- 
■rfnaterfrom the time of the Conquest. By Edward Foss, F.8.A., of the lunar Temple. 
Vols. Land 11. Sro. 28s. doth. 

"' JifV. F»$9 it mt wigimal toyirfrer, Ajr laboriout invetttgation of oHanre recerA, as 
well « eompetemt general teaming mnd eotaideraMe pro/etaivmit arvvHanee^ ke imaketgood 
hi* title to the tuhfeet he hat ehoaen. The retult ia a solid and uteful booh, if tee map judge 
Vp the' e paeimen brfere nm. We^tUte hU arramgement and method e/ proceeding with these 
emrlp reigns. It supplies what was muck wtuUedf^a regular and progressive aeeount of 
Sngiith legal instUutioHS». The resmltis a torreetian oj mang errors^ an addition o/ mmeh 
new information, and a better general view of ourstrietlp legal historp, than anp Jurist, 
historian, or biographer had heretofore attempted to give. We shall wateh the progress of 
thir wart with teierwsf. T*r eeiiw<eCioit vill worthily eonueet the name ef its author with 
tkasa of the nwro vaiisaHrciitfihmttrM^a Bnglbh ktstorieul siudp.'^—ExMminn. 

FROM OXFORD TO ROME t AND>» HOW IT FARED WITH SOME WHO 
LATELY MADE THE JOURNEY. By a Companion Traveller. New Edition, revised and 
correcud. Fcp. 8to» witlc Biitiapifeei, Os. clMhi, 

GARDINER.— SIGHTS IN ITALY: 

With some Account of the Present State of Music and the Sister Arts in that Country. By 
William Gardiner, author of "Sacred Melodies/' etc.j Member of. the- Atoademr of St. 
Cecilia, Boom; and of. the Ciaaa oi-B— Artaof the tostiturHistorifue otFsancc. Svo.with 
engraved Music, Its. doth. 
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NEW WOBK8 AND NEW EDITIONS 



CCRTRUDC. 

A Ttal«. Bt tk« Mtkor of «« Aar HcrbOTt." ■dltc4 by th« «•▼. WUUm 8«iiell, B.D., of 
KJMlwC«Utf«,OifMd. M«*KililMi. STob.fMlMivaf^ff.clMh. 

OlBBON.-HltTORY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN 
KMPtllK. A B«w S4ltlo«. la Ooe Volvaie t wltli an Accooot of Ae Aothor's Life knd 
WrltiBt«f by Alnmmitr Ckalasn, Eaq. F.A J. 8vo. witb Portiait, 18«. cloth. 

%• Am MdUUn tm 8 »•!■. 8v«. tOt. ^oflrA. 
OOLDSMITH-THE POETICAL WORKS OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

lllastnMd hf 4roo4 Sag raviBft, from DetlfM hf Meoiben of the Blchlof Club. Sdltcd 
bT Bokoo Coney, K«^. Sqoan crown 8vo., Bttifofa with •*Tho«MB'i Seoaou,*' SU. 



cloth I or M«. boaad la aorocco, ky Hmjiaif, 

OOWER.—THE SCIENTIFIC PHENOMENA OF DOMESTIC UFE FAMIUARLY 
KXPLAINBD. Bjr Cbaric* Foote Gowor. New BdMoa. FooUcap 8to. with EngnTingi 
OB Wood, ie. cloth. 

ORAHAM.-ENCLISH; OR, THE ART OF COMPOSITION 

esplaiacd ia • Scriea of laatractioaa aad Bzamplea. By O. F. Gnhaa. New Edition, re- 
Tlaedaad iaipcovod. FootecapSro. 6a. cloth. 

GRANT (MRS.)->LETTERS FROM THE MOUNTAINS. 

BelBf the Comapondeaee with her Frieade. between tiie rears 1778 and IMS. By Mr*. 
Grant, of Laggaa. 6th KdMon. Edited , with Note* and Ad^tlona, by her Son, J. P. Grant, 
Eaq. 8 Tola, poet 8ro. 81*. doth. 

GRANT (MRS., OP LAGG AN).— MEMOIR AND CORRESPONDENCE 
of the late Mra. Grant, of Laggan, antbor of ** Lettere froon the Monntaina," etc. Edited 
by her Boa, i , P. Grant, Eaq. New Bdlthm. 8 vola. poat 8vo. Purttalt, II. llr. M. doth. 

GRAY (THOMAS).-.GRAY>S ELEGY, 

Written in a Conn try Chnrehyard. Illnmlaatcd la the Misaal ityle. By Owen Jones. 
Architect. Imp. 8ro. 8l«. 8rf. elegantly bound. 

GRAY.— LECTURES ON THE NATURE AND USE OF MONEY. 

DellTered before the Membera of the <* Edinburgh PhUoaopbieal Institntioa," daring the 
Month! of Febmary aad March, 1849. Br John Gray, author of ''The Social Syateai, a 
TieatUe on the Pilaelple of Exebaage.** 8ro. 7t. 6d, cloth* 

GRAY AND MITCHELL'S ORNITHOLOGY.— THE GENERA OF BIRDS; 

Compriaiug their Generic Character!, a Notice of the Habit! of each Genus, and an ezten- 
sire List M Bpccles, referred to their sereral Genera. By George Robert Gray, Acad. Imp* 
Ocorg. Florent. Soc. Corresp. Senior Asii!tant of the Zoological Department, British 
Museum i and author of the ** List of the Genera of Birds," etc. Imperial 4to. illustrated 
with 850 Plates, by Darid WUliam Mitchell, B.A. 

*•* In eowrt* •fpuHiemtUm la MimmtMw Pmrtt, 10>.6^. eaekt tmek Pmrt ee««(s«n/r e/ Four 
flmured JPtmtn and Tkrf pf«l«, w<f* ls*tter-prea$, Tht Wtk mill i0 mmmlnted in about 
60 Parfr, o/wklek 46 ik«»r mfpemrtd. 

Order I.— Acdpitres baa been completed, and may be had •eporately. . latporial Sro. with 18 
coloured aad 13 plain Plates, Sf. 8s. boards. 

GRIMBLOT (P.)-LETTER8 OF WILUAM III. AND LOUIS XIV. AND OF 

THEIR MINISTERS. Illustrating the Domestic aad Foreiga Policy of Eagland from the 
Peace of Rrswich to .the Accessioa of Philip V.of Spain, (1697 to 1770). Edited by P. 
Grimblot. 8 rols. 8ro. 80s. doth. 

*' Tkt oririmal eorretmomdeuce •/the tmc Monmrekt etimnot tr elkerwlt* timm iteptg iuit' 
Tfitingf amdm mott vatuuilt oddMon to our tearces e/ iisfericol la/erm«floa. Jt 1$ iut 
JiuHee to M. Grimklot to sajr, that the manner in mhiek th* work it ejtecuted doe$ him great 
credit. . nve rejoice to gee doeumenti of tuek vatt public importante, mud so dmplg illuttratioe 
of private ekaractert keeonte public propertp. ^^--Joha Bull. 

GWILT.^AN ENCYCLOP/EDIA OF ARCHITECTURE: 

Hlitorical, Theoretical, and Practical. By Joseph Gwilt, Esq., F.8.A. lUnstratcd with 
upwards of 1,000 Bngrarlnga on Wood, horn Designs by J . 8. Gwilt. 8to. 81. 18s. 6d. doth. 

HALL.— MIDSUMMER EVE I 

A Fairy Tale of Lore. By Mra. 8. C. HaU. BfUM erown »ro. with neariy 800 Wood 
Engrarings, 21«. cloth, gilt edges. 



HALL'S (SIDNEY) GENERAL LARGE LIBRARY ATLAS OF FIFTY- 

TUREE Maps (ilieSO in. bj 7t iu.) i with theDlTiiiooi aod Boundaries carefnlljr coloured ; 
and an Alphabetical Index of dU the Namea contained in the Mapa, with their Latitude 
and Longitude. An entirelrNew Edition, corrected throughout from the best and most 
recent Authorities ; With ail the Railways laid down, and manj of the Maps re-drawn and 
re-engraved. 

•«» FmHUUng in Momthlp Parity •fwUek 14 have appeartd. To be etmpteted 

is 15 Pmrtttprie* %$. each, 

HARRISON.— ON THE RISE, PROGRESS. AND PRESENT STRUCTURE 

OP THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Bj the Rct. M. Harrison, M.A., late Fellow of Queen 's 
College, Oxford. Post 8vo. 8«. 6rf. cloth. 

HAWBUCK GRANGE; 

Or, the Sporting Adventures of Thomas Scott « Esq . B7 the Author of**Handle7 Cross { or 
the Spa Hunt,*^ ''Jorrochs* Jaunts and Jollities," ete. 8ro. with eight Illustrations, by 
Phis, Us. cloth. 

HAWKER.-INSTRUCTiONS TO YOUNG SPORTSMEN 

In all that relates to Guns and Shooting. Br Lieut. Col. P. Hawker. 9th edition . corrected, 
enlarged, and improved, with Eightj-five Plates and Woodcuts, by Adlard and Branston, 
from OraiKngs by C. Varley, Dicks, etc. 8vo. 21s. cloth. 

HAYDON (B. R.)— LECTURES ON PAINTING AND DESIGN, 

Delivered at the London Institution, the Royal Institution. Albermarle Street, to the 
University of Oxford, etc. ByB.R. Haydon, Historical Painter. 3 vols. Svo.wlth Pro 
traits of the Author and Sir David Wilkie, and numerous other Illustratiuns, 34«. cloth. 

HINTS ON ETIQUETTE AND THE USAGES OF SOCIETY: 

With a Glance at Bad Habits. By Ayofyof. "Manners make the Man." New Edition, 
revised (with additions) by n Lady of Rank. Foolscap 8vo . 2s. M. cloth. 

HISTORICAL PICTURES OF THE MIDDLE ACES, 

In Black and White. Made on the spot, from Records in the Archives of Switserland. By a 
Wandering Artist. 2 vols, post 8vo. 18s. cloth. 

BOARE.-A DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF A NEW METHOD OF 

. PLANTING AND MANAGING THE ROOTS OF GRAPE VINES. By Clement Hoare, 
author of ** A Treatise on the Cultivation of the Grape Vine on Open Walls." 12mo. 6s. d. 

HOARE— A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON THE CULTIVATION OF THE 

GRAPE VINE ON OPEN WALLS. By Clement Hoare. New Edition. 8vo. 7«. M. cloth. 

HOLLAND.— MEDICAL NOTES AND REFLECTIONS. 

By Henry Holland, M.D.F.R.S. etc. Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, Physician 
iQctraordinary to the Queen, and Physician In Ordinary to His RoyalUighness Prince Albert. 
New Edition. 8vo. I8s. cloth. 

HOOK (DR. W. F.)-THE LAST DAYS OF OUR LORD'S MINISTRY; 

A Course of Lectures on the principal Events of Passion Week. By Walter Farquhar Hook, 
D.D., Vicar of Leeds, Prebendary of Lincoln, and Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. New 
Edition. Foolscap 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

HOOKER.—KEW GARDENS ; 

Or a Popular Guide to the Royal Botanic Gardens of Kew. By Sir William Jackson Hooker, 
K.H. D.C.L. F.R.A. & L.8. etc. etc. Director. New Edition. l(imo. with numerous Wood 
EngTavings,W. sewed. 

HOOKER.— THE BRITISH FLORA. 

Comprising the Phienogamous or Flowering Plants, and theFems. By Sir William Jackson 
Hooker, K.H. LL.D. F.R.A. and L.S. etc. etc. etc. New Edition, with Additions and 
Corrections; and 173 Figures, illustrative of the Umbelliferous Plants, the Composite 
Plants, the Grasses, and the Ferns. Vol.1. 8vo., with 13 Plates, 14«. plain } with the Plates 
coloured, 24*. doth. 
Vol. II. In Two Pazto, comprising the Cryptogamla and the Fungi, completing the British 
Flora, and forming Vol. V., Paru 1 and 3, of Smith's EngUsk Flora, 34«. boards. 

HORNE (THE REV. T. H.)-AN INTRODUCTION TO THE CRITICAL 

STUDY AND KNOWLEDGE OF THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. By the Rev. Thomas 
Hartwell Home,B.D.ofSt.John'sCollege, Cambridge. New Edition, revised and corrected, 
i vols. 8vo. with Maps and Fac-iiflHles, SI. 8«. cloth j or 61. bound in calf by Hayday. 
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NEW WORKS AND NEW EDITIONS 



HORNE riCE HEV. T. H.)— A COMKNDKMA mmQBUCTION TO 

STUDY or THSBIBUe. - — - -- * ■ - 

CaabvUf*- Batef •■ 
tlM -Hair SoriptaMiu' 



y. T. H.)-A COMKNDKMA INTII<»UCT10N TO THE 

nUC. Bf lb* Rev. TiMmiM H«t«r«U Horac, B J>. of St. Johil'i CoHefe, 
Ml AMlrrit ol hlM ** lalrodaetlm to tli« Critlod SClidjr and Kainriedgc of 
a.'* KowlMltkui. 13w». wMi Haps aad Esfiavliva, 9i. boHds. 



HOWITT.— THE CHILDREN'S YEAR. 

Br Mm7 Howitt. Wltb Poor lUaitntloas, ^ 
Doslffoi by Aaaa Mary Howitt. Sqnare 16ao. U. elotk. 

HOWITT.-THE BOY'S COUNTRY BOOK: 



hj Jobs AbioIoB, from Origiaal 



BdBf tho real UU of » Conatnr B07, wrlttea by Hbasalf ; adriUCiajr all tha 
PUaaaret, and Panalta of Cblldrea la the Coeatiy. Edited by WlUiam 



•* The Rani Life of Eag laad/' etc. New Edltloa. 



Howitt, aathor of 
Feap. 8vo. adth 40 Waodeat^, te . clath. 



HOWITT.— VISITS TO REMARKABLE PLACES; 

Old Halls, Battle-nelds, sad Sceaci IllaatntiTe of Striklof Passafss la BagHab RiatoiyaBd 
Poetry. By William Howitt. New Edltloa. If ediam »ro. with dOUlastrattoas, Sis. cloth. 

SECOND SERIES, ebleir la the Coaatleaof DURHAM end NORTHUMBERLAND, with a ' 
Mtioll aloag the BORDER. Hcdhim Sro. with iqpwards of ID hlfhlyialahBd WoodeaUi, from 
Diaaiags made oa the spot, 3U. doth. 



HOWITT.—THE RURAL LIFE OF ENGLAND. 

By vnillam HowHt . New Edltloa, corrected and revJaed. Medlam Bra . with 
Wood by Bewiefcaad WUUami, aalfona with '* Vlsita to Remarkable Places." S&. el 



HOWITT.-THE RURAL AND DOMESTIC LIFE OF GERMANY: 

With ChssMtatialle Sketakcs of Its eblef Cities and Seeaety. CeUeeted la a General Tea* , 
•ad darlna a Raaidence la that Cuaatry in the Yaam i9IMS. By William Howitt, aathor 
of ** The fiaral Life of Eaglaad," eie. Medlam 8ro.( with above fiO IUaatratloas«2l«. cloth. 

HOWITT.-THE STUDENT-LIFE OF GERMANY. 

From the Uapabllshed MB. of Dr. Cornelias. By William Howitt. Svo. with S4 Wood* 
EngnMingSj and 7 Steel Platesi Sis. cloth. 

HOWITT.-COLONISATION AND CHRISTIANITY: 

A Papular History of the Treataient of the Natives, in all tbefar Coloales, by the Xan^peans. 
By WUliam'Howitt. Post Sro. 10«. 6d. cloth. 

HOWSON AND CQNTB£ARE.~TH£ LIFE AND EPISTLES «F BT. 

PAUL. By the Rer. J. S. Howson, M.Au and the Rev. W. J. Coaybeare, M Jl. S ▼ols.4to. 
richly lllaatiated. ISte p. 8. 

HUDSON.-PLAIN DIRECTIONS FOR MAICtNG WILLS 

la confbrndty with the Law, and particnlsrly with reference to the Act 7 Wm. IT. and 1 Ylct. 
e. 96. To which Is added, a clear Exposition of the Law relating to the Distribvliooof Per> 
sonal Estate In the case of Intestacy , with two Forms of Wills, and much vsefol Informatioo, 
etc. ByJ. C. Hadson,Esq. New Edition, cozrected. Fci9..8T0.2s.6tf.cloth. 

HUDSON^THE EXECUTOR'S GUIDE. 

ByJ.C.Hvdson,'Esq., of the Legacy Duty Office, London 1 anthorof **PlidnDlraetions 
for Making Wills," and *« The Parent's Hand-Book.*' New Edition. Foolscap 8vo. 5s. cloth. 

*•* Theabovt t»o workt utay h» kaiin Out trtJmmut, pHgtjM-f^mik. 
HUMBOLDT (TBAilON). -COSMOS: 

A Sketch of a Physical Description of the Unirerse. Translated, with the Avtborls aanctlon 
and co-operation, under the snperintendence of Lieutenant- Colonel Edward Sabine, F.R.S. 
For. Sec. R.S. New Edition. Vols. I. and II. post 8to. Us. each, cloth. 

*«* Alto, OH edition uniform vith Mr, Murrat't "Bomt amd Colonial LUtarg.^* <Falf. /. 
tmi II, 16t»e. priet 2s. 6d. eacA, »ewed. 

**Je *««« cMlorIss* IfonsiVar, de vom ^ervtr em toute oeention dt kt dMarvHmnt que la 
belle tra€tvetion du Colonel Sabine, tnriehe de teetifieationt -etde nolea "ti^-prMeutee. et 
qui ont toute man approbation, est la teule par laquelle J^ai vivem«ntde$ifi( uoir iutraauit 
mon ouvrage daut la Htthrature de votre papt/*—Buxon Humboldt to Blr.Manay. 

HUMPHREYS.— A RECORD OF THE BLACK PRINCE; 

Being a Selection of such Passages in his Life as have been moat qaalntly md sfrfldaglgr 
aanmted by HUt Chrbniders of the Period. GmfoelUshed with iiighiy>wroaght Miniatarei 
and Bordeiuigs, aelected from various Illaminated MSS. referring to KTcnts connected with 
EngUsh History. By Henry Noel Hamphreys. Poet 8vo. la atichly carred and deeply 
pierced blading. Sis. "^ ' i ' " 
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HUNT.-^RESEAACHES ON LIGHT: 

An Examination of all the Phenomena connected with tke Chemical and IfoleenlaaChanf ee 
prodnced br the luflnence of the Solar Raja; embracing all the known Photcomphic Pro- 
ceaceii, and new Dtscoreriei in the Art. Bj Robert Hnnt, Keeper of Mlnuif Racordi, 
Mnaenm of Economic Geology. 8to . with Plate and Woodcnttj 10*. 6d. cloth . 

JAMES.-A HISTORY OF THE LIFE OF EDWARD THEBLPICK-PRINCE, 

and of rarions Events connected therewith, which occurred daring the'^Reign of Edward 111. 
King of England. Bj G. P. R. James, Esq. NewRdition. 2woU. foolsc^ 8to. withMay, lb$, 

JAMESON.— SACRED AND LEGENDARY ART. 

B7 Mrs. Jameson. With 16 Etchings bj the .Anthor, and nwBenms Wood £qgivTlBgB. 

2 vols, square crown 8ro. 42$. cloth. 

Vol. I. contains Legends of the Anarels and ArehangeU* UiBiJimiigelists, the Apoitlea, the 
Doctors of the Church, and Mary Magdalene. 

Vol. II. contidns Legends of the Patron Si^ts, the Virgin Patnmeeaes, tlwGnAkand Latin 
MsrtyrSt the Bishops and ConfassovSj-the Heniits,and the Watrior Snlnta of Chsiatendom. 

JEBB (BISHOP) AND KNOX (ALEXAND£E).-THIRTY Y£ARS> COR- 
RESPO^^>ENCB between John Jebb, D.D.F.R.S., Bishop of Lfaneiick, Atdfert, Aghadee. 
and Alexander Knox, Ksq. M.R.I.A. Edited by the Rev. Charles ForB*eK«B.D. Rector of 
Stlsted, formerly Domestic Chaplain to Bishop Jebb. New Edition. 2 viola. Svo. SBs. aikah . 

JEBB.-A LITERAL TRANSLATION OF THE BOOK OF PSALMS; 

intended to illnstrate their Poetical and Moral fitractnre. Tb which are added. Disserta- 
tions on the word *^8eUh," and on the Authorship, Order, Titles, and Poetical Featnres 
of the Psalms. By the Rev. John Jehb, A.tl.f Rector of Petentow. S vols. 8ro. Sis. cloth. 

IBFFREY (LORD).~CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE EDIMBURQH REVKW. 

By Francis Jeffrey, now one of the JndgM In the Conrt«f Sesaionin Scotland. Now Edit. . 
S vols . Svo. 4S$. cloth . 

JOHNSON.— THE WISDOM OF THE RAMBLER, ADVENTURER^ AND 

IDLER. Coosistlngof 110 of the best Essays. By Samnel Johnson, LLJ>. Foolaoap Svo. 
7t. cloth. 

JOHNSON.-THE FARMER'S ENCYCLOPEDIA, 

And DICTIONARY of RURAL AFFAIRS : embraeing all the recent Discoveries in Agri- 
cultural Chemistry; adapted to the compreliension ordnscientific Readers. By Cnthbert 
W. Johnson, Esq., F.R.S. Barristerwat'Law, Editor of the ''Fanners* Almanaclc," etc. 
Svo. with Wood Engravings, 3/. 10*. cloth. 

JONES'S GUIDE TO NORWAY, AND SALMON-FISHER'S POCKET 
COMPANION ; founded on Experience collected in the Country. Edited by Frederic 
Tolfrey, Esq., author of *'The Sportsman in France," and '* The Sportsman in Canada." 
Foolscap Svo. with Frontispiece aud Vignette Title, and Engravings of the proper Flics 
beautifully coloured, in exact imitation of the originals, 15*. cloth. 

EEMBLE.— THE SAXONS IN ENGLAND ! 

A History of the Saglish Commonwealth till the period of the Noxmaa CoBi|vest. By John 
Mitchell Kemble, M.A. F.C.P.S., etc. ' 3 vols. 8vo.98«. cloth. 

*< The work throughout eouoeyt a deartr idea of the life and ekaraeter 0/ the Sajron$ 

in Bmgland than anvthing lee haue met uith eioemkere Tkit meeottni •/ The 

Saxons in England vill indicate iti historical and arehmotogietd naluei but theoe are not 
itB onlf u$et. The la»uer will And in ita naget the gemu 0/ our ee«Men lam, ^epetiallg 
relating to landf and the ethnologitt or peiiiival philotonker wilt meet with muek amlctante 
in hia inquiries into the early social condition o/w«nikiH«.*'— Spectator. 

KINDERSLEY.— THE VERY JOYOUS, PLEASANT, AND REFRESHING 

HISTORY of the FeaU, Exploits, Triumphs, and Achievements of the Good Knlokt, without 
Fear Kud without Reproach, the gentle Lord De Bayard. Set forth in English by Edward 
Coclibarn Kindersley, Esq. Sanare post Svo. with Ornamental Headings, and Frontis- 
piece by E. H . Wehnert, 9s. 6d. cloth. 

KIP.-THE CHRISTMAS HOLYDAYS IN ROME. 

By the Rev. W. Ingraham Kip, M.A. Edited by the Rev. W. Sewell, B.D. FeUow and 
Tutor of Exeter College, Oxford. Kew Edition. Foolscap Svo. ft. cloth. 

KIRBY AND SPENCE.— AN INTRODUCTION TO ENTOMOLOGY: 

Or, Elements of the Natural History of Insects : comprising an account of noxious ana 
useful Insecu, of their Metamorphoses, Fsod, Stratagems, Habttstlons, Societies. Motions, 
Noise*, Hybernation, Instinct, etc. By W. Kirby, M.A. F.R.8. ft L.S. Rector of Barham; 
and W. Spence, Esq., F.R.S. &L.S. New Edition, enlarged. 3 vols. Svo. 81«.6d. cloth. 
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NEW W0BK8 AND NEW EDITIONS 



KNOX (ALEXANDER). — REMAINS OF ALEXANDER KNOX, ESQ. 

Of Dablln. M.R.l.A.t cont^alnf E«Mfs, cMeflf esplanatorT, of Chrittiui Doctrine ( and 
CoaMcBtUl Letter»t with PrlraU Pa^rt, iUuiusUTCof the WriUr'i Character, Seatiaeata, 
udLife. NevEdlilOB. 4Toli.8To.Sl.af.cloth. 

LAINO^THE CHRONICLE OF THE KINGS OF NORWAY, 

Prom the Earliest Period of the Hletorjef the Northern ScaKlnn to the Middle of the 
Twelfth Centuy i commoulj called the Helnshrinfla. Traatlated from the Icelandic of 
Bnorro Htnrleson, with Nocoa, and a Preliminary Olecouriefbj Bamael Laing ,Ssq. 8 rols. 
8ro. 86t. eloth. 

LAING.-A TOUR IN SWEDEN 

In 1888 1 eompiUlng OhMrrationa an the Moral, Political, and Scenondcal State of the 
Bwedlah Nation. By Samnel Lalng , Esq. 8ro. 12«. cloth. 

LANDOR— THE FOUNTAIN OF ARETHUSA. 

Bf Bobert Byrea Laador, M.A., anthor of **The Fawn of Sertorlova/* **The Imptona 
Feaat," Tragedies, eu. S vola. post 8to. 18«. eloth. 

** T8« f eenf f eraewreee/ to l^eff In The Fonntaln of Arethnaa h the tmhthUiom of modtru 
tttflp/rom tht mert phn»»0pkl€al or ratimmmi point of piew i ^ut there it a food deal more 
In the work, whieh for $ome rendert will po$$et$ gremter attraetiom. The Introduetorp part 
oomtmitu tome nice delimeation of character and pteaannt deteription in England and 
Germamp, marked mlth a ^ulrt kamour. Tkejomruep to the Stgiiunfieldt it full of ttronge 
famtailie ineidemtt and teenet, power/ml though tomewhat theatrleal. There are learned, 
faneifml, and forgeont deieriptiont of new Rome and itt region i but the tecond touree of 
peculiar Intereitit the graphic revival of ancient etoriei, or the thetohet of ancient great 
men, which will remind the reader of the author'i preoloui werA— TheFfewn of Sertorina.'* 

Spectator. 

L. E. L.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF LETITIA ELIZABETH LANDON. 

New Edition. 4 toU. fioolsea|^8ro. with lUnstrationa bj Howard, etc. 28f . cloth ; or bound 
la BBorocco, with gilt edgea, w. 4a. 

The foUowiag Works seporatelj t— 

The IMPROVT8ATRICK - . 10a. 64. I The GOLDEN VIOLET • -lOe.M, 
The VENETIAN BRACELET- I0a.6d. { The TROUBADOUR - . • lOf.Sd. 

LANETON PARSONAGE s 

A Tale for Children, on the practical nse of a portion of the Cbnreh Catechiam. Br the 
author of «* Amy Herbert." and •'Gertrude." Edited br the Rev. W. Sewell, B.D. New 
Edition. .Parta Land II.fcap.8vo.8«.cach; and Part III. 6«. cloth. 

LATHAM.-ON DISEASES OF THE HEART. 

Lectnrea on Subjects connected with Clinical Medicine; comprlaing Diaeaaea of the Heart. 
BjrP. M. Latham, M.D. Pbraiclan Extraordinary to theQnceui and late Phfaician to St. 
BartholoHMW'a Hoapital. New Edition. S TOla. 12mo. I8«. cloth. 



LEE.— TAXIDERMY; 

Or, the Art of Collecting, Preparing, and Mounting Oblect a of Natural Hiatory. For the uae 
of Mnaeuma Rud Tra^ellerB. Dv Mra.R. I^ee. New Edition, Improved ; with an account of a 
Visit to Walton Hall, and Mr. Waterton'a Method of Preaerring Animala. Fcap. 8to. with 
Woodcuta,7f. 



LEE.-ELEMENTS OF NATURAL HISTORY, 

For the Uae of Schoola and Young Persona: comprlaing the Prlnciplea of Claaalfleatloa, 
Interaperaed with amusing and instructive Accounu of the most remarkable Animals. Br 
Mrs. B. Lee. ISmo. with W Woodcnu, 7«. 6d. bound. 

LESLIEJC.R.)— MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE OF JOHN CONSTABLE, ESQ. 

R. A. Composed ehieHj of his Letters. Br C. R. Leslie, R. A. Second Edition, with farther 
Extracts from his Correspondence. Smalt 4to. with two Portraits (one from a new Sketch, 
bjr Mr. Leslie,) and a plate of" Spring," cngrared bj Lucas, Sla. cloth. 

LETTERS TO MY UNKNOWN FRIENDS. 
BjaLady. New Edition. Foolscap 8ro. 0f. M. cloth. 

LINDLEY.— AN INTRODUCTK>N TO BOTANY. 

Bjr Prof. J. Lindlef , Ph.D. F.R.S. L.S. etc. New Edition, with Corrections and aamMVue 
Additions. 3 rols . 8ro. with Six Plates and anmerous Woodcuts, S4«. cloth. 

LINDLEY.— A SYNOPSIS OF THE BRITISH FLORA » 

Arranged according to the Natural Orders, hj Professor John Llndlejr, Ph. D., F.R.S.,etc. 
New Kdliinn, with numerous Additions and Improrements. 13mo. lOa. 6d. cloth. 

, jg 
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LARDNEB'S CABINET CYCLOPEDIA; 

BelDf » Seriei of OriglnMl Worki on HUtoiy, Biogrnphj, Natural PMloiophr, Natoral 
HUtorjtUtcratwre.the Science!, Arti, and Mannfaetnres. ^Biihop Thirl wall, sir Jamei 
Maeldntoth, Sir John Henehel»Sir Walter Scott, Thomaa Moore, BobertSonthey, and other 
Eminent Writerfl* Condneted and edited bjr Dr. Lardner. 

The Bcrlei complete In One Hundred and TUrtywthree Volam«f » 891. ISi. The Worki 
■epantfelj, Cf.pcrTolnme. 

Tie S«rl<t eem^rifM t— 

1 . BeU*i Hlitorj of Rnatla . S toIs. ISt. 
S. Bell'i Urei of Briath Poeti 2 Tela. IS*. 

5. Brewiter'iTVeatlaa on Optica ItoI. fif. 

4. Cooler*! Hiatorr of Maritime 

and Inland Dticorery . S vols. 18«. 

6. Crowe'i Hlatory of France . StoU. 18i. 

6. De Morgan'* Treatise on Pro- 

babilitlea . •- . . ItoI. U. 

7. De SiimondPi HIttorjof the 

Italian Repnblice . Irol. €», 

8. De Siimondi'i Fall of the 

Roman Empire . . • S Tola. ISi. 

9. Donovan's Treatiae on Chem- 

istry iTol. 6s. 

10. DonoTan*sDomeiUcBconom7,8Tols. 18s. 

11. Dnnham'a Historj of Spain 

and Portugal . firols.SOs. 

IS. Dunham's Hietorjr of Den« 
mark, Sweden, and Nor- 
way . . » . . StoIs. ISf. 

18. Dunham's History of Poland ItoI. 6s. 

14. Dunham's History of the 
Uermanie Empire 

15. DuDham's History of Europe 
during the Middle Ages . 

16. Dunham's Utss of British 
Dramatists • 



StoIs. 18«. 
4to1s. 84s. 
8 Tob. ISf . 
1 TOl. 6s. 
8to1s. 13s. 
3to1i. 13s. 



17. Dunham's Utcs of Early 

Writers of Great Britain . 

18. Fergus's History of the 

United States . 

19. Fosbroke's Oredaa and Ro- 

man Antiquities . . 

80. Forster's Utss of the States- 

men of the Commonwealth 8 Tols. 80t. 

81. Fonter, Mackintosh, and 

Cnurtenay's LWes of 

British Statctmen . . 7vols.4S«. 

82. Cleg's Utcs of Military Com- 

manders ... .8 Tols, 18f . 

88. pruttan's History of the 

Netherlanda ... ItoI. 6*. 

84. Hcnslow's TreaUie on 

Botany ...» ItoI. 6«. 

88. Herschel's Treatise on As- 
tronomy .... 1to1» 6s. 

86. Herschel'i Preliminary Dis- 

courae on the Study of 

Natural Philosophy • . ItoI. 6s. 

87. History of Rome . • . StoIs. 12s. 

88. History of Switscrland . . 1 TOl. 6s. 

89. Holland*! Treatise on the 

Manufactures in Metal . StoIs. 18s. 

80. James's LtTSs of foreign 

Statesmen .... StoIs. 80s. 

81. KaterandLardner's'nrcetlse 

on Mechanics ... ItoI. 6s. 



83. Kelghtiey's OutUnes of His- 
tory ItoI. 6f. 

83. Lardner's IVeatise on Arith- 
metic ..... 1 Tol. 6s. 

84. Lardner's Treat, on Geometiy ItoI. 6s. 

86. Lardner's TVeatise on Heat . 1 Tol. 6s. 

86. Lardner's IVeatiae on Hydro- 
statics and Pneumatics . 1 Tol. 6s. 

82L Lardner and Walker's Blee- 

triclty and Magnetism . 3 toIs. 18». 

88. Mackintosh, Wallace » and 

Bell's History of England, IOtoIs. 60f. 

88. Montgomery and Shelley's 
Utcs of Italian, Spaniah, 
and Portuguese Authors . 8 toIs. 18s. 

40. Moore's History of Ireland . 4 toIs. 34s. 

41. NIeolas's Chronology of 
History .... 1 toL 6s. 

48. Phillips's Treat, on Oeology 8 toIs. 13s. 

43. Powell's Hiatory of Natural 
Philosophy ... 1 Tol. 6s. 

44. Porter's Treatise on the 
Manufacture of SUk . . 1 toI. 6s. 

45. Porter's Treatise on the 
Manufacture of Porcelain 
andOlaaa .... ItoI. 6s. 

46. Boseoe's LItsS of British 
Lawyers .... iTol. 6s. 

47. Scott's History of Scotland . 3 toIs. 13«. 

48. Shellcj'a Utcb of FMnch 

Anthora .... 

49. Shuckard and Swainson's 

Treatise on Insects . 

60. SoutheT's Utcs of British 
Admirals .... 



61. Stebbing's History of the 
ca . . . • 



3 Tols. 13*. 
1 Tol. 6s. 
5 Tols. 80s. 
3to1s. 18s. 
3 Tols. ISs. 
6s. 



Cburc 
63. Stebbing's HUtory of the 
Reformation ... 

63. Swidnson's PreUminarr Dis- 
course on Natural History, ItoI. 

34. Swdnson'a Natural HIstoryj 
and Claaalfication of 
Animals .... 1 toI. 6s. 

66. Swainson's Habits and tn- 

stineu of Animals . . ItoI. 6s. 

56. Swainson's Quadrupeds • ItoI. 6s. 

67. Swainson's Birds . . . StoIs. 12*. 

38. Swainson's Fish, Reptiles, 

etc 8to1s. 13s. 

69. Swainson's Shells and Shell- 
fish . . ... 1 Tol. 3s. 

60. Swainson's Anlmala in Me- 

nageries . • • . ItoI. 6s. 

61. Swainson's Tasddermy and 

Bibliography ... 1 Tol. 6s. 

63. Thlrlwall's HIstosyof Greece 8 toIs. 48t. 
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18 NEW WORKS AND NSW EDITIONS 

UNDLBT.— THE THEORY OP HORTICULTURE; 

Or, u Attcapt M InlalB iIm PriadMl OfnOMU af GaHealBf noa FkjHolofleal Pila- 



UNDLBT.-OUDE TO THE ORCHARD AND KrrCHEN GARDEN; 

Or. M AccMst «f lk« BOM *alaaM« PraHs aad ▼cfa«MOT caltlvaMdia Great Britdat witk 
gilia^i af Ika Waik ianli«4 la tka Oackai4 Md Kkckaa CaNaa dariag crcqr MoathU 
UaTaar. By Oaot|« UmW, C JI.H.8. Bdliad bj PrafaaMir Uarflay. 8ro. If*, beaida. 

UNDO.— HISTORY OF THE JEWS OF SPAIN AND PORTUGAL, 

PraM tha laillMi TtaM* tatlMlr Plaal Bapalslaa tmm ilMaf Klafia— , and «kair a«haa««aai 
DUacralea i wltk caaialatc TViarfatloa* of all tkc Laws aHMta raapacUac theat dwriaf their 
loag KaiaMlahaeat la tka Ibarlaa Peaiaiala. By B. H. Uado. aathor of tkc •«7ewigk 
Cdltadar.** WMk ▼!•«• aftka Aadtat 87BB«ag<Ma «f TaMa, mA Pae-riiiilaaaf iMcri^ 
tlaaa. Sta. 11a. clatk. 

LINWOOD (W.)-ANTHOLX>GIA OXOMENSIS; 

8ir«. PlorUaalaai a hutbai aecticta dlvcrsorvai Oxoaleaataai Otacla at Lad^a dMcratrnm. 
Cafaala Oatfalaa Iimaad,li.A. JUls Cluiati Alaawo. Sva. 14». ctoth. 



LOUDON flffR8.V-THE AMATEUR GARDENER'S CALENDAR: 

Bdar a M«a^ OaMa, aa ta wImI ihoald ba avoided h well •» what ehoald be daae in a 
Cafdca la aaeh Maath i with plala Ralaa Aaw (a d* what li raqatolte i Dlrectlona for lajiag 
o«t aad plaairiM Ktechaa aad PlawcrOaideai, Pleaaara Grovad*, ead Shrwbberlea i and a 
•kort aacoaatpla each Moath, of the Qaadrapeda, Birds, aad InMctt.thea nost Injorioaa to 
Oardeaa. Bj Mrs. Laadaa. llaw.witk aaakeroaa WaadBagva*lafB,7««M.clath. , 

LOUDON (MRS.)-THE LADY*S COUNTRY COMPANION; 

Or, Haw ta Balof a Caaatry Life B a tl aa elly . By Mn. Loadoa, aathor of "Gardeniar for 
Ladlee,'*atc. MavBdkka. Pa«bc«r 8va., with Plata aad WaadcaU,7«. M. cloth. 

LOUDON (J. CV-SELF-MSTRUCTION FOR YOUNG GARDENERS, 

ForesUn. BidlUbt Land Btewmrdi. and Famcrti ta Arltbartic, Book-keepinr, Oeo- 
netry, MenaaratlaB, Practical IVkoaomctiy, Mcchaaici, Laad-SurTcyioff, LeVelliDr, 
Plaaaiaf and Mapplaf , Archltactmral Drawing, and laeMetrlcal Projection aan Perapeetire ; 
with BxMBplca ihewliif their aaatieatioas to Hortlcaltaral aad Agricaltural Parpaaea. 
By the late J. C. Laadaa, PX.8. H.S. etc. With a Portrait of Mr. London, and a lieaioir 
by Mrs. London. Sra. wkk Wood EngraTiaffs, 7«. W. dotk. 

LOUDON.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF TREES AND SHRUBS; 

Beiagtha '* Arboratnm at Fmtlcetnok Britaanlcnm" abridged t contalirfng (he Hardy Trees 
aad Skmbs af Great Britala, Native aad Foreign, aciantiically and popalaKiy4cacribcd : 
witk tkcirProaagadoa.Caltnrc, aad Dies la tkeAru. By J. C. I aadaa , t' Jj.8. ate. 8ro.wilk 
•pwards of Mof BngsavtafS an Wood. M. 10*. cloth. 

A New Bdltlan aftka OrMaal Work, la 8 r»\t. 8ro. wltk abora 400 octara Plataa of Trcaa. 
and apwards ef t,aOO Woodcais, UM. clotk. 

LOUDON.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF GARDENING; 

Preseatlag la oae systesMtic riew, tkc HUtorr aad Present State of Gardening In all Conn« 
tries, aadltsTkeory and Practice la Great Britain t witk tka Maweaient e? tka Kkehen 
Garden, tkc Flower Gardea, Laying-oat Groands, etc. By J. C. Lsadea, F.LbB. ate. A new 
Bditioa. 8«o.with nearly 1.000 Ragrarlags on Wood, Sf.lQs. clotk. 

LOUDON.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF AGRICULTURE ; 

Comprising tke Tkeoryaad Practice of the Talnation. Transfer. Laying^ontcIapiOTeven^ n 
and ManagMnent of Landed Property, and of tke caltmtloa and ecoodmy of tka A^aial and 
Vegetable Pradnctiana of Agrlcnitnre, including all tke latest improveosents. By J. C. 
Loudon, F.L.G.B. and H.S. etc. Fifth Edition. 8to. wltk upwards of 1,100 Engrarlngs on 
Wood, by Bianstoa, Sf.lO*. dotk.— Tke Sapplenent, trp«rar«ljr, 5«. sewed. 

LOUDON.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF PLANTS; 

Ineladlngall tke PlanUwkkk are now found in, or haTebeenlntradacedlato.GreatBrllalnt 
friTlng their Natural History, accompanied by such Descriptions, BngraTcd Flgnres, and 
Elementary Details, aa may eaable a beginner, who is a mere Bngllsk reader, to <ttieorer tke 
name of every Plant wUck ke aMy ind in flower, and acquire all tka Inlormation respecting 
it wkick is useful and lateresting. By J.C. Loadon,F.L.8., etc. Tke Spcdflc Cbaracters 
by an Eminent Botanist ; tke Drawings by J. D. C. Sowerby, F.L.8. A new Edition, witk a 
new Supplement and a new Index. 8vo. wltk nearly 10,000 Wood EngraTlngs, 73». 6d. cloth. 

LOUDON.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF COTTAGE, FARM, AND VLLA 
ARCHITBCTURB ud FURNITUKB. Containing Dealgrns for Cottages, Villas, Farm 
" ■ ■" " ■ - ... — ~ ^jjj^ j^^ requisite 

1 Gerden Scenery: 
. London, F.L.S. 

.. • .V .1^ ^- . .— il^OOO BagraaingaaB Wood, 

Oat.elotk^The8nppleasent,r«^«r«f«<jr,8va.^.ed.eawed. 





LOUDON.— HORTUS BRiTANNICUSs* 

A Catalogue of all tlw Plaati Indigeoova to or Introductd into Britain. New Edition, 
witk a Sapplement, prepared, under the direction of J. C. Loudon, bf W. H. Baxter, and 
revised by George Don, F.L.8. 8to. ZU.id. clotb. 

LOUDON.— THE SUBURBAN GARDENER AND VILLA COMPANION: 

Coapiiring the Choice 6§ a Villa or Suburban Reiidenee, or of a Situation on wliich to form 
one I the Anangement and Pnmiihinr of the House ; and the LuTing-out, Planting* and 
general Management of the Garden andGrounds ; the whole adaptea for Grounds from one 

Iterch to fifty acres and upwards in extent { intended for the instruction of those who know 
ittie of Gardening or Rural Afi^rs, and more particularly for the usa of Ladies. ByJ. C. 
Loudon, F Jj.8., etc. 8to. with aboTS 300 Wood EngraTings, aOs. cloth. 

LOUDON.— HORTUS UCNOSUS LONDINENSIS; 

Or. a Catalogue of all the llgaeous Plants cultiTated in the neighbourhood of London. To 
which are added their usual Rices in Nnrseries. ByJ. C. Loudon, F.L.S. etc. 8to.7«.M. 

L0W.-ON LANDED PROPERTY, AND THE ECONOMY OF ESTATES; 

Comprehending the Relations between Landlord and Tenant, and the Principles and Forms 
of Leases ; of Farm Balldiags, Enclosures, Drains, Embanlnnenta, Roads, and other Rural 
Works, Minerals, and Woods. By David Low, Esq. F.R.S.B. etc., author of *« Elements 
of Practical Agriculture," etc. 8ro. with numerous Wood EngraYings,21«. cloth. 



LOW.— AN IN(^RY INTO THE NATURE. OF THE SIMPLE BODIES OF 

CHEMISTRY. By D. Low, F.R.S.E. Professor of Agriculture in the UniTersity of Edinburgh; 
author of ** BlentenM of Practical AgricuUnre,'' " A Treatise on Landed Property and the 
Economy of BsUtes," '* A Treatise on the Breeds of the British Domesticated Animals," 
'* The Breeds of the Domesticated Animals of Great Briuln Illustrated and Described." 
3d Edition, enlarged and improred. 8ro. 9s. cloth. 

L0W.-ON THE DOMESTICATED ANIMALS OF GREAT BRITAIN, 

Comprehending the Natural and Economical History of the Species and Breeds; Illustrations 
of the PropertMS of External Form ; and Observations on the Principles and Practice of 
Breeding. By David Low, Esq., F.R.S.E., Professor of Agriculture in the Univeraity of 
Edinburgh, etc.; aathoroi "Elements of Practical Agriculture, "etc. 8vo. with Engravings 
on Wood, 2fis. cloth. 

LOW.— THE BREEDS OF THE DOMESTICATED ANIMALS OF GREAT 

BRITAIN described. By David Low, Esq. F.R.S.E., Professor of Agricnlturein the Univer- 
sity of Bdinlrargh, etc. Tlw Plates from drawings by W. Nicholson. R.8.A.. reduced 
fJFom a Series of Oil Paintings, executed for the Agricultural Museum of the University of 
Edinburgh.by W. Shiels. R.S.A. 3 vols, atlas quarto, with 66 Plates of Animals, beautifully 
colourea after Nature, 16/. 16s. half-bound in morocco. 

Oris font separate portions, as followt— 



The OX. IVol. With 33 Plates, price 61. 

16*. M. half-bound morocco. 
The SHEEP. 1 Vol. With 31 Plates, price 

6f. 16i.6if. half -bound morocco. 



The HORSE. 1 VoL With 8 Plates, price 

8f. half-bound morocco. 
The HOG. 1 Vol. With6 PUtes,priee 3f. 3s. 

half bound morocco* 



LOW.^CLEMENTS OF PRACTICAL AGRICULTURE; 

Comprehending the Cultivation of Plants, the Husbandry of the Domestic Animals, and the 
Economy of the Farm. By David Low, Bfsq. F.R.S.E., Professor of Agriculture in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. New Edition. 8vo. with an entirely new set of above 200 Wood- 
cuts, 31«. cloth. 

MACAULAY.-THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

From the Acresrion of James II> By Thomas Babington Macanlay. New Edition. Vols. I. 
and II. 8vo. 33«. cloth. 

MACAULAY.— CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS CONTRIBUTED TO 

THE EDINBURGH REVIEW. By the Right Hon. Thomas Babington Macanlay, M.P. 
New Edition. 8 vols. 8vo. 86s. cloth. 

MACAULAY.— LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 

With «* Ivry " and " The Armada." By the Right Honorable Thomas Babington Maeaulay, 
M.P. NewEdldom. 16mo.4s.6rf.cloth{ morocco, 10«.6ii.(»jrH«filajr). 

MACAULAY.— MR. MACAULAY'S LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 

With numerous lUustrarions, Origfaml and from Che Antiqae, drawn on Wood by George 
Scharf, jun.; and engraved by Samuel WiUiame. New Edition. rcp< 4te. Sis. boaads; 
morocco, 42s. {bounSip Um^iaf), 
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NBW ^OSKS AKD NEW EDITIONS 



MACKAT(CHARLB8).-THE SCENERY AND POETRY 
LACKS t • 8«aMV RaMUc. Br ChviM Mackar, Bm. LLJ>. m 
■■lat,***«Tte8alaaui4riac**«'n«'nuM«Bad Ita TkifcalBriM,' 



Wao4 Bagtavtaf ■ haai Orifflaal SMtcliaa, lU, dock 



POETRY OF THE ENCUSH 
itkar af *« Lagcad* of tha 
"ata. »ro.wmbaaiitiral 



MACKINTOSH (SIR JAME8).*THE UFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. 
Bf tka Bigki Haa. Sir Ja«ai Mackfaito«k. Bofriatad hwat Cka Cabiaat CrdaMtdia, 
~ •vo.wltkFOrtiait, ••.doiki orboaMltaTaUBm, 81. 



MACKINTOSH'S (SIR JAMBS) MISCELLANEOUS WORKS; 

ladadlBff U Caotiikatioaa to Tka KDINBUROH BEVIBW. Bdltad bj Robert Jaaea 

*i, Ba^. lvalB.8va.dla.clotb. 



M*CULU)CH.~A DICTIONARY. PRACTICAL, THEORETICAL, AND 

MISTOBICAL, OP COMMBBCB. AND COMMERCIAL NAVIGATION. By J. R. 
M'Callock, Km. A Now Kdltioa {W») , correcCad* anlaifad, aad iapcovad t with a Sapple- 
U •ro.wltk"' 



Mafa aad Piaaa, Mt. clack i or Ua. straaf If kalf>boaad ia rvaala. 
A 8UPPLRMXNT to a« !«*« Miliaii. puMiktd ia 1M7, aMjr.fta A«4 ufrmMg, price 

^m% OTo WwWa 

M'CULLOCH.-A , DICTIONARY. CEOCRAPHICAL. STATISTICAL, AND 

mSTORICAL, of tka Taiioaa Coaamat, Places, and PriacipalNatatal Objects ia tke World, 
Bj J.R. M*CaUock, Ba^. A ae v Bditlon. 1 vols. 8vo. witk Six laive Maps, 41. clotk. 

•«• ThtmtmArtUlnmremrinttiwpmrmtelfmm&MpUmenttm tht/tmer Editlom. Tktp 
•mmprtu a/all aeeaiMt ^f the pretent ttmte ef tke OnUe* JCiafdaaH tke Oreg— TerrUerp, 
ete, 8va. m. temed, 

M'CULLOCH.— A TREATISE ON THE SUCCESSION TO PROPERTY 

VACANT BY DKATH t iadadiaff laqairles lata the laflacace of Piimogeaitarc, Entails, 
tke Law of CoanalsMfr Partitioa, Poaadatious, etc. over tke Pablic laterests. Br J.R. 
M*C«Uack,Kaq. 8vo. it. W. dotk. 

M'CtTLLOCH (J. R.)-AN ACCOUNT, DESCRIPTIVE, AND STATISTICAL, 

of tka BRITISH EMPIRE ; exbibidaf Its Exteat, Physical Capadties, Papvlatioa, ladaatrr, 
aad CItU aad ReUgloai lastitatloos. Bj J. B. M'Cvlloch, Esq. 8d EditlOD, conacted, 
oalargad, aBdffreatljrIaiproTed. 9 thick Tol8.8vo.d2f. clotk. , 

M*CULLOCH.-THE LITERATURE OF POLfTICAL ECONOMY; 

BelBf a Classliad Catalofve of tke prlndpsl Works la the differeat departments of Political 
KeoaoaiT, lateraperscd with Historlcd, Cxitlcd, and Biographical Notices. Br J. R. 
M^CaUoch, Esq. 8vo. 14«. cloth. 

M'GULLOCH.— A TREATBE ON THE PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICAL 

INPLUENCE OP TAXATION AND THE FUNDING SYSTEM. By J.R. M'Calloch, 
Esq. 8ro. lOt. doth. 

MADAME DE MALCUET: 

A Tale of 1890. S vols, post 8ro. 8tf . M. boards. 

•* One eftke moet/Meinatinfpreimelieue eftke mreeemi dmp. Tke iterp i$ well teUt Oad 
tke imeidenti are mtlgremped tof ether leitk tke $hill •/ m painter and the hmnd a/ a matter. 
Fern works e/JSeticm have appeared at aajf thme, and fewer $tili Im aiarr reeemt dawe, which 
will hear amp eampmrUcm with thie, fa all the eeeentiafattrihutet e/agved nevel." 

Observer. 

MAITLAND(DR.CHARLES).-THE<:HURCH IN THE CATACOMBS: 
A DescripUon of the Priiaitive Chnreh of Rome, lllastrated bj Its Sepnlchral Remains. 
BrCharles Maltland, M.D. New Edition, revised. 8n». with anaaeivnsEncxaTings on Wood. 

^^B^ a a^J.a^aaao 

MARCBT.-CONVERSATIONS ON CHEMISTRY; 

In which the Elements of thatSdence are faadliarly Ezpldned aadlUaatrated bj Bzperl* 
menu. Bj Jane Marcat. New Edition, coircctcd. S vols, foolscap 8vo.l4«. cloth. 



MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS ON NATURAL PHILOSOPHY; 

In which the Elements of that Science sre familiarlr explained, and adapted to the ec 
hension af Yonnf Persons . By Jane Mareet. New Edition, enleraed and corrected . 
8to. with SS Plates, lOt. M. cloth. 

MARCBT.-CONVERSATIONS ON POLmCAL ECONOMY; 

i!iiZ"*^ **? Elements of that Sdenca are famUiarlj eaplalned. Bv Jane Mareet. 
Editloa, revised aad ealarced. Fadseap 8vo. Jt. M. cloth. 



eompre* 
Fcap. 



New 
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MARCET.-^ONVERSATIONS ON VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOCY; 

Comprehendiar the Blemeats of B0U117, with their appUcation to AKricnltart. B7 Jaaa 
Marcet. New BdiUoa. Foobcap 8vo. with Foot Plates, 9». cloth. 

MARCST.-KrONVCftSATIONS ON LAND AND WATER. 

B7 Jane Marcet. NewRdltlon rerleed and corrected. FooUcap Sro.with colovredM^ 
ahewiaf the comparatiTe Altitude of Moaatains, S«. 6d. doth. 

MARGARET PERCIVAL. 

Bt the Author of *'Aai7 Herhcrt.** Edited br the Rer. W. Sewell, B.D., Fellow andTvtor 
of Bxeter College, Oxford, NewBdition. 2 toU. foolscap 8to. ISi. cloth. . 

MARRYAT.— BORNEO AND THE EAST INDIAN ARCHIPELAGO. 

B7 Francis 8. Marryat, late Midshipman of H.M.8. Baaarang, anrreyinv Vessel. With 
many Drawings of Costame and Seenerj, from Oriainal Sketches made on the spot br Mr. 
Martyat. Imperial 8vo. with nnmerons Uthograpuc Plates and Wood BograTings« 31«. M . 

MARRYAT (GAPr.)-MASTERMAN READY $ 

Or, the Wreck of the PmMc. Written for Young Peofrie. By Captain Marr]rat,C J. author 
of **Peter Simple," etc. 8 roll, feap .8vo . with aamerons Engrariags on Wood, 2S«. M. cloth. 

MARRYAT.— THE PRIVATEER'S- MAN ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 
Bf CaptainF. Maii7at«CJI. author of *' Peter Simple," "Mastermaa Beady,*' etc. Sroli. 
fcap. 8to. 12«. cloth. 

MARRYAT.— THE MISSION: 

Or, Scenes in Africa. Written for Touag People. Br Captain Harryat. C.B., auth«r of 
*• Peter Simple," «• Maitcrasan Beady," etc. S Tola. fcap. 8vo. 13i. cloth. 

MARRYAT.— THE SETTLERS IN CANADA. 

Written for Young People. By Captain Marryat, C.B. author of «*Peter Simple," 
** Masterman Ready," etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8ro. with two Illustrations, 7$. M. cloth. 

MATTEUCCI.-LECTURES ON THE PHYSICAL PHOENOMENA OF 

LIVING BEINGS. By SIguor Carlo Matteacci, Professor of the University of Pisa. 
Translated under the superintendence of J. Pereira, M.D. F.R.S. VIce*President of the 
Royal Medical and Chlrurgical Society. ISmo. 9t. cloth. 

MAI7NDER.-THE TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE, m. 

And LIBRARY of REFERENCE t a popular Compendium of Unlrersal Knowledge. By 
Samuel Maunder. 18th Edition, revised throughout and enlarged. Foolscap Sro. 10». 
cloth} bound in roan, ISf. 

•«• Theprimebtml eeafeafs •fthtprntnt new mm4 iktomghtf revUti tMtitu e/** Th0 Tr*m- 
WTff Kn9wU4ge^ afe— • ««w mmi tuimrged BnglUA l>icM*«Mry, wUk a Grmmmatf Vtrhml 
DUt§mttt«iUf tmd SmtreUttt mnem UuiumnmlQ^Mettetri a eimpendiou$ Clmt$ieol Dietlonmrfi 
«• Am^aig •fHUttf and Ckrouohgfi m DioHmtmrp •/Lam rtrwut a m*u Sfnop$i» e/ fa« 
BrMM Pttr«ig9t mudmmrUut tutful tiikmlmrAddtndm, 

MAUNDER.— THE SCIENTIFIC AND LITERARY TREASURY! 

A New and Popular Eiicyclopeidia of Science and the Belles Lettres ; iaeludlngall Branches 
of Science, and erery Subieet connected with Literature and Art. The whole written in a 
familiar style, adapted to the comprehension of all persons desirous of acquiring information 
on the snbjecu comprised in the work, and also adapted for a Manual of^ cooTenient Refer- 
ence to the more Instructed. By Samuel Maunder. NewBdition. Fcap. Sre. 10«. cloth} bound 
Inroan, 13«. 

MAUNDER.-THE BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY : 

Conriatinc of Memoirs, Sketches, and brief Notices of above 13,000 Eminent Persons of all 
Ages and Nations, from the Earliest Period of History } forming a new and complete Dic- 
tionary of Unfarersal Biography. By Samuel Maunder. New Edition, rerised throughout} 
with a copious Supplement. Foolscap Sto. 10a. cloth 1 bound in roan, lit, 

MAUNDER.— THE TREASURY OF HBTORY; 

Comprising a Oeaeiul Introductory Outline of Unlreraal History, Aadeat and Modem, and 
a Series of separate Histories of ererr principal Nation that exists ; dcTei^ng their Rise, 
Progress, and Present Condition, the Moral and Social Character of their respeetire 
Inhabitaats,theirReliglon,Manners, and Customs, etc. etc. By Samuel Maunder. New Edit. 
Fcap. 8to. lOf . doth} bound in roan, 13s. 
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NEW WORKS AMD NEW EDITIONS 



HAUNDER.-THC TREASURY OP NATURAL HISTORY : 

Or, a Pop«lar DkeiloB»r]r of Aalaated Natarei la wklehtha Zoolofleal ClianeUrUtte* tliat 
41atlaf«Ull III* di AircBl CluMa,G«a«r*, aad Sftdcs are coablacd «Uk kvaiietr of interest- 
ing I aTorawtloa illMtnllT* of Ike Hablu, liiitlacCa,M4 6«MnlEeoBoa]r of the Aalnal 
KlnvloB- Towlilekw«»d4«d,aSrUab«tor Practical Taxkl«ni7,aada01oaaa(ialAppeiullx. 
BBbcllUk«4 wiik NiM Hui4ra4 SMrravlan mi Wood, ftoai DrMrtam sade oBfretilT for 
(kUWork. Bj8aa««lMaM4ar. NevBAlloa. 7cf. 8vo. trick MO woodcatB,lOf.cIotk; 
kooBd !■ re«a, 111. 



MAXIMS AND PRECEPTS OF THE SAVIOUR: 

Bolac a Soloctloo of tk* aoat kewMifol CkilatlMi Pioeepca eootaioed la th« Foar Ooapeli ; 
llloalratrd hj a aerlea of lUaaUnatloaa of oris bial ekaracCer, foaaded oa tke Paaufea— 
*• Bckold tk« PowU of tke Air,** •• Coaalder tke UUaa of tkc Field,** etc. la a rick 
kiadiof , la tke atjrU of Ik* celckiated opaa AafUcaai. Square foolac^ 8ro. tU. ; or SO*. 
boaadlB 



MEMOIRS OF THE CEOLOGtCAL SURVEY OF GREAT BRIT AM, 

Aad of tke Maseoa of Keoaoailc Geology la Loadoa. Paklisked kr order of tke Lords 
ConmUsioaen of Her MajMtf's Treaaurx. Vol. I. roral Sro. witk Woodcats and 9 Plates, 
(■erea eoloarcd) , »s. dotk i and Vol. II. la twotkkk Parla. wltk dPIatea (tkrae cotoared) 
aad aaacfoas WoodcaU, 41a. elMk, or, s^oralaly, SU. eack farC 

MILNBR (REV. J. AND I.) — THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF 

CHRIST. Bjr tke Rer. Joaepk MDaer, A.M. WMk Addltleaa aad Conectloa* hj tke late 
Rer. Isaac Mllaer, D.D. F.R.8. A New Edttkm. revUed, witk addkloaal Notes, kr tkc Rev. 
Tkoaias Graatkam, B.D., Ckaplain to tke fiiskop of Klldare. 4 Tela. 8vo. t3». clott. 

MIRACLES OF OUR SAVIOUR. 

witk rkk aad apfopriate Borders of OrMaal DeslffB, a aeries of lUaaiBatcd FIgares of tke 
Apostles trom tk* Old Master*, sis Illananatcd Mialatwes, aad otker EakeUiskaeats. Br 

tke lUnminator of the ** Parables.*' Hqaare fc^. 9vo.ln nuMslTe carved covers, 21«.; or 
kouid in osoroceo, in the nlssal stjle, SOa. 

BnTCHELL.-JOURNAL OF AN EXPEDITION INTO THE INTERIOR OF 

TROPICAL AUSTRALIA, in Searck of a Rente from Sydnejto tke Gnlf of Carpentaria. 
Br Llent.-Colonel SIrT. L. Mitrkell, Knt. D.C.L. Snrreror-General of New South Wales, 
and late elective Measber of tke Lcglslatrre Council of tkM Coloaj . 8f o. tlltk Mayi« Vlows, 
and BogruTings of Objeeu of Natural Historj, 3U. dotk. 

MONTGOMERY'S (JAMES) POETICAL WORKS. 

New and onlr coiivletff Edition. With some additional Poems, and Autobiognpklcal 
Prefaces. CollecteA*^ edited by Mr. Montgomerj . 4 vola . foolscap Sro. witk Poitrait, «ad 
seven other Plates, Sft dotk i bound In morocco. If. ISe. , 

MOORE'S POETICAL WORKS; 

Containing tke Antkor's recent Introduction and Notes. Complete la one volume, unlfonn 
witk Lord B7roB*s Poems. Medium Svo. witk PortMit and Vignette, II. la. dotk; or 4Sf. 
bound in morocco, bj Haydaj. 

••• Also, aa Bdklon la 10 voU. loolaeap Svo. witk Portnlt, asA I» PUtea, Sf.lA*. clotkj 
moroccoj 41. lOa. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH. 

New aad ckeapcr Bditloa, aaMbna la she witk tke smaller Bditloa of Mr. Maeaolay's "Lavs 
of Ancient Rome." Witk tke Aatobiograpkiral Preface from tke Collective K^doa of Mr. 
Moore*s Poetical Works, and a Vignette hj D. MacUse, R.A., Bagnved oft Wood by 
J. Tkompsoa. 16mo. &a. dotk ; or 13a. M. kouad In aaoncco, ky Hqrdaj. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH. AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

New Edition. Medium Svo. illustrated witk 13 fine Eagraviacs,Sla. dotk; moioceo,S5a.| 
witk India Proof Plates, 42a. elotk. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH. AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE* 

New Editlen. Foobc^ Svo. witk 4 Plates, by Wettall, ISt. ftf. dotki or H». bowd In 
morocco. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

Illustoated bv p. MacHae, R.A. Imp. Svo. witk ISl Design*, eagraTed on Steel, U 3«. 
JhSh', 5^lk •.%w^ii5."»"S!%Jy.«*'^J^- ^' l-P-e-ion* (only 9QS copie. 
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MOORE*S IRISH MELODIES. 

Nev and cheaper Edition, aniform U siw with tke laaller Kdltioa of Mr. If aeaiiUj*! *< Leri 
of Ancient Rome." With the Antobiofraphical Preface from the CoUoeUve Edition of Mr. 
Moore's Poetical Works, and a Vig^nette by D. Macllse, R.A., EnrrliTed qa Wood bj 
J. Thompson. 16mo. 5«. cloth t or 12«. M. bound In morocco, hj Hayday-. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

New Edition. Fca|i. Svo. with Vi|fnette Tltle» lOt. cloth i bonitd in morocco, 18«* Qil. 

MOORE.— THE POWER OF THE SOUL OVER THE BODY» 

Considered in relation to Health and Morals. By George Moore, M.D. Member of the 
Royal College of Phjsicians, London, etc. New EoUioa . Poet 8f •. 7e. M. dolh. 

DfOORE.— THE USE OF JHE BODY IN RELATION TO THE MIND. 

By Gebf^e Moore, M.D. Member of the Royal College of Phyrielaaa, Londo«, etc. New 
Edition. PostSro. 9«. eloth. 

MOORE.~MAN AND HIS MOTIVES. 

Bt George Moore, M.D. Member of the Royal College of Physlclant, Z<OBdon, etc.) author 
of *' The Poirer of the Sool oTer the Body/' and ^vThc Use of the Body in relation to the 
Mind." New Edition. Post 8to. 8f. cloth. 

MORELL.— THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION. 

By J. D. Morell, M.A., author of an Historical and Critical «' View of tke Sptcmlaave PhUo« 
iophj of Europe in the Nliietee nth Century." 8to. ISi. cloth. 

MOSELEY.— ILLUSTRATIONS OF PRACTICAL MECHANICS. 

By the Rev. H.Moseley, M.A., Professor of Natoral Philosophr and Astronomy In King's 
College, London } amthor of *< The Mechanical Principles of Knglaeeiing and Architee> 
tnre.^ New Edition. Fcap.Sro. with WoodcnU, 8«. cloth. 

MOSELEY.— THE MECHANICAL PRINCIPLES OF ENCINEERINQ AND 

ARCHITECTURR. By the Rev. H. Moscley, M.A. F.R.S., Professorof Natural PhUosophy 
and Astronomy in King's College, Liondoni and author of *' Illustcations of Pnctical 
Mechanics,' * etc. 8to. with Woodcuts aud Diagraaw, 11. i$. cloth. 

M08HEIM»S ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY, 

Ancient and Modern. Translated, with copioas Notes, by James Murdoch, D.D. New 
Edition, revised, and conttnued, by the Rev. Henry Soames, M Jl. 4 vols. 8vo. 48b. cloth. 

MURE.-A CRITICAL HISTORY OF THE LANGUAGE AND UTERA- 

TURE OF ANCIENT GREECE. By William More, M.P., of CaldweU. 

iPreparhtg/or pmWemthn, 

MXTRRAY.-AN ENCYCLOPiCOIA OF GEOGRAPHY; 

comprising a complete Description of the Earth t exhibiting its Relation to the Heavenly 
Bodies, its Physical Structure, the Natural History of each Country, and the Industry. Com« 
merce, Political Institutions, and Civil and Sodd SUte of all Naitlons. By Hu|rii Murray, 
F.R.S.E. New Edition. Sro. with 83 Maps, and upwards of 1,000 other Wood En- 
gravings, 32. doth. 

NECKER DE SAUSSURE.— PROGRESSIVE EDUCATIONS 

Or, Considerations on the Course of lafe. Translated and Abridged from the French of 
Madame Necker De Saussure, by Miss HoUaad. S vols, foolscap 8ro. 19f. 6dL cloth. 

••• Sepmnttl9-9»U. I. mu( II. 12r. ) vol. IIL 7«- M. 
NEALE.— THE CLOSING SCENE: 

Or, Christianity and Infidelity contrasted In the Last Hoars of Remarkable Persons. By the 
Rer. Erskine Neale, M.A., Rector of Kirton, Suffolk : author of "The Bishop's Daughter," 
"Self.Sacrifice,'* **The Ufe^Book of a Labourer," etc. 9vob. fcap.Bvo. 13s. doth. 

*•* Separately —Vol. I. (First Series), fit. i Vol. II. CSecoad Scries), 7«. 

NOZRANI IN EGYPT AND SYRIA: 

Aa English Clergyman's Tiaveb in the Holy Lead. Second Edition, revised. Foolscap 
8ro. 6s. cloth. 

*«• Eigypt abase Klagdom t Jerusalem trodden down of the Gentiles. 

OWEN. — LECTURES ON THE COMPARATIVE ANATOMY AND PHYSI- 
OLOGY OF THE INVERTEBRATE ANIMALS, delivered at the Royal CoU^«« of Surgeons 
la 1843. By Richard Owen, F.R.S. Hunterlan Professor to tho CoUego. From Notes Uken 
by William White Cooper, H.R.C.8. and revised by Professor Owen. With Glossary and 
Svo. with nearly 140 Woodcuts, 14«. cloth. 



<4 XBW WO£K8 AVD KEW EDITIONS 






OWnC^tKCTVItn ONTHC COMPAKATIVC ANATOMY AND 
PiVtlOUl«y ml Ik* TBRTVMU1« ANIMALB, isUvwad at tU Majtl CoUen of 
toUMMiiaiiw Bf ■lck«40««s,rJUI. RurtotaBftviMaacto tk«C«&Bfe. 



IVtlOUl«y •! Ik* TBRTVMU1« ANIMALB, isUvwad at 
laHMMiiaiC Bf ■lck«40«w,rJUI. Rurtci- ~ 
▼al.L »•. wUk ■■■■■■■ W aat c a to , I4fc dotiu 

PARAMJS or OUR tORO. 

BIcUt in^teMa^ «llk ■Bimilili BaHMa, fttelad la Calam, aai laBbek Ba4 OoU i 
- - ~ - ' M ^^ ._ ^ ^ fa ol a caa §»o^ aaliom la 

rad Uaiiaffi aMiacco.aOt^ 




nnc DiiTKs; 

Oik laamallaM to Yaa^ Matilai I ■<!*■ aa tta !!■■■>■■ lat af thalrHaaaahaUsaad tha 
•f tfcai>Caa<aatiai>a »atla— malatfaaaaJiDaUaa a# Mawla* lifa. Bf Mn. 
"^ fililaB- faalaeM8ra.fB.claU. 



rABTTBTiT. ■ A TREATKC ON ROADS. 

Wkarcia tka Madflaa aa wUck Baaia akaaU W mmU ar* axplalaed aad tUaatiatail I7 tka 
Haaa, Baadicarieaa. aa4 Cvattactat aMda aia of br TtiDiii Talford, Bm.» oa Ike HalT- 
lUad. Bfikallt.Haa. Sit HaatrraraaU, Bart. Nav Mitioa, aalavfad. 8ra.«itk 
I Plalaa, flla. clatk. 



Mlaa 



PARROT.-.THC ASCfNT OF MOUNT ARARAT. 

By Or. FriaMck Panai, ffafcatat af Nakanl PkUaaavkr la tka UalraallT of 
Baarfaa laiyafllal CaaacBlar af StaU. ate. T^aaalatad a»i Ultad Ij W. D. Cooler, 
aaUar af tka •* HUioty of lia»HI»a aa< lalaaJ Dtocaraiy," ale. 8ra. witk a Map bj 
a«itk«aB4 ir«a4cau,l«t. dack. 



PAfiCAL.~TNC MltCCLLANEOUS WRITINCS OF RASCAL. 

Caaalallaf af Carrfapoadcaea vllk Balatlvea aa4 Fricada: Lcttar aa tka Paatk^af Ufl 
Faikar, la a cosplata alau, froai aiigiaal Soareas; mioaopUcal TVeatlscis.iObcoBzia oa 
tka •* Paaaiaa af Lava** (laldf dlteavatai) ; BaMw oa tka Art af PeraiualoB, aad Notei oa 
Kla^aaaca aad Sljrla i CoavanaHeaa— oa tka Coadltkia of tka Greats etc. ; Dctaeked 
Tkaaffkta aad Nolaa, etc. ale. t tka fwalaf Part aevar bafora aobliakcd ia tkli CooaiiTy aad 
laiya Ponloaa ftoai oilglaal Maaaaciipta. ARaand aad IVaaalalad ttom the mack 
Bdfiloa af M. P. Paagtea, wiik latradacaoa, Kdltatial Notlcea, Noiaa, .etc., by Gcwnra 
PaaKa»BH- Paat8*a.8a.M.doik. * 

PASCAL.— THE PROVINCIAL LETTERS OF PASCAL: 

Witk aa '< Baaar aa Pascal, coatlderad aa a Writer aad Moralist.** Bf M. VUleaaala, Peer 
of Ptaaaea, lau Mialatar of PabUc lastradioa, etc. Newly Twwilalcd fron the Fraack, 
witk Maaoir, Nalea, aad Appaadls, ky Gawf e Pearee, B«%. Poai Sro. 8i. 6d. detk. 

•• As thng Lttttrs were tkfJtrH aiadel a/ Premth prt9, m th*f eff 11 reaMrfa tkt •hf*tt$ 
a/ aafa«l(^ed aAafroHaa. Tie mrUii^ */ Pavcal *MMirUk to laiaiartef jraafA;* mil tkmt 
nsM oaa dm it tm tmmmrmdd tm (Ae cAarau e/ mmrmetuml itmmtg tim veaerafiaa wAfdl telmmg* tm 
9g9. HI* «(f le cwHMf fraw mid. Bt mmtkdfmtmd mil tritleimm, mmd htmmmtt a law tm Umue{f,»» 

Bdlabaifk Reriev. 

PBREIRA.-A TREATISE ON FOOD AND DCT: 

witk Obaerradaas oa Ike Dletetlcal Rafknaa sidted far Disordered States of Ike Dicestlra 
Ornaa; uid aa Aecoaat of Ike Metariea of soaic of tke priacipal IfetNpolitaB aad otker 
EstabllskaieBtsforPMa - - -• ■ """ --«... - . 

M J>. F Ji.8., aatkor of 



EsubllskaieBts for Paapcrs, Laaatics. Criminals, Ckildrea, tke Sick, etc. 'By Job. Fereinij 
ikovof^'BlaBeatsofMatafUMedka." Bro. 10*. dotk. 



PESCHEL (C. P.)-ELEMENTS OF PHYSICS. 

By C. F. Pesekel, Prlndpal of tke Royal Military Coilefa, Dresdeai etc. etc. Traaslatad 
ftooi tke Oaraua. witk Notea* by B. West. 9 toIs. fcap. Sro. witk Woodeats, Sis. dotk. 

rPart I. Tke Pkydes of Ponderable Bodies. Fcap. 8to. 7«. M. cloth. 
8cpantely{ put n. imponderable Bodies (Urht, Heal, ManetUm.Blectridty, 
L and Electn»*Dynamics) . S rob. fcap. 8to. Us. M. dotk. 

PHILLIPS^^FICURES k DESCRIPTIONS OF THE PALAEOZOIC FOSSILS OF 

CORNWALL, DEVON, aad WEST SOMERSET; observed ia tke coarse of tke Ordnaaca 
Geolofled Snrrey of tkai Dlatxlct. By Joka PkilHps, FJI.S. F.O.S. etc. Pahlisked by 
Ofdir of tke Lords Commlsdoaers of U. M. Tkcasary. Sro. witk M Plates, compiiiiaff 
Tcry aameroas Flfaras, •«. dotk. 

PmLLIPB.-.AN ELEMENTARY INTRODUCTION TO MINERALOGY; 

Comprislagr a Notice of the Ckaracters, Properties, aad Chemical Coastitntloa of Minerals! 
Z!.'.^..^^'^2^'* <*' ^^* Places aad Circvmstances In which they are fonud. Bj WiUiaa 
L^iil^^tl-h^'J'^P'^- **«• ^ New Edition, eorrected. enlarged, and inprored, by W. H. 
Miller, M.A. F.R.8. Professor of Miaeralogy in tke Uairerslty of Cambridre. Sro. witk 
nnneronsWoodEnrrarlngs. *' ' iAikeprttt. 



PUBLISHED BT MB88R8. LONGMAN AMD CO. 



25 



?ITMAN (THE RET. J. R.)-^ERMONS 

Oa the prindMl Sabjeets conprised in the Book of Psalmi, abridged from Eminent DMnee 
of the Betftbliched Church. Br the Rer. J. R. Pitnaa, AM, Domeide ChapUin td Her 
Bt^al Hiffhneu the Dncheee of Kent. 8to. 14a, cloth. 

PLUNKETT.— THE PAST AND FUTURE OF THE BRITISH NAVY. 

By C«vtaln the Hon. B. Plnohett, R.N. 9d Edition, corrected and enlergedi with Notes, 
nnd New lafonMtioa eommnuicated by lerenl Offlcera of Dlitlactlon. Poet tiro. 8$, W. 
cloth. 

THE POCKET AND THE STUDJ 

Practical Hints on the Management of the Steble. By Harry Hieorer, author of " SUble- 
TUk and Table<Talk ; or. Spectacles for Young Sportsmen." With a Portrait of the 
Author on his farourlle Horse ** Harlequin.'* Foolscap Bro. 6$. balf«bound, 

PORTLOCK. -REPORT ON THE GEOLOGY OF THE COUNTY OF 

LONDONDERRY, and of Parts of Tyrone and Fermanagh, examined and described under 
. the Authority of the Master^eneral and Board of Ordnance. By J.E.Portlocfc.F.R.S.etc. 
8vo. with 48PUtes« i4«. doth. 

PTCROFT.— THE COLLEGIAN'S GUIDE; 

Or. Recollections of College Days; setting forth the Advantsges and Temptations of a 
UnWersity Education. By the Ber. James Ihreroft, B.A.. author of ** A Cowrso of English 
Beading/* etc. Post 8TO.I0s.6if. doth. 

PTCROFT.— A COURSE OF ENGLISH READING; 

Adapted to erecyThste and Capacity. MTIth Anecdotes of Men of Genius. By the Rer. 
James Pycroft« B Jk.,author of •* The Collegian's Guide," etc. Foolscap 8ro. 6«. M. cloth. 

EANKE (PR0FE8S0R).>RANKE*S HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION. 
Ttranslated by Sarah Austin, tranalatQi of Raahe's ''History of the Popes." Vols. Land I<. 
8ro. aOt. I VoU III. 18*. doth. 

READER (THOMAS).-TIME TABLES. 

On a New and SlmpUAed Plan i to faciUute the Operation of Discounting Bills, and the 
Calculation of Interest on Banking and Current Accounts, etc. i shewing, without calcula- 
tion, the Number of Days from erery Day in the Year to any other Day, for any Period not 
exceeding SM Days. By Thomas Reader. Post 8to. i4t. cloth, or 17f • calf lettered. 

REID (DR.)-ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF 

VENTILATION I with Remarks on Warming, ExclusiTe lighting, and the Communication 
of Sound. By O. B. Reld, M.D.F.E.SJS. etc. 8to. with Engravings on Wood, 1««. doth. 

A REMEMBRANCE OF BONCHURCH, 

Isleof Wight, the last Resting-place of the Rer. W. Adams, author of «The Old Man's 
Home," etc. By G. A. Hillier, With a Memoir, Portrait, and Vignettes. Royal l(bno. 
2«. M. doth. 

REFTON.— THE LANDSCAPE GARDENING & LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE 

of the late Hnmplirey Repton, Esq. i bring his entire Works on these subjects. A New 
Edition, with an Historical and Scientiic Introduction, a systematic Analysis, a Biographical 
Notice, Notes, and a copious Alphabeticd Index. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S., etc. Sro. with 
a Portrait and upwards of 360 Engravings, aOt. doth j with coloured Plates,SI. 6«. cloth. 

REST IN THE CHURCH. 

By the Author of '* From Oxford to Rome ; and. How it fared idth Some who lately made 
the Journey.'* New Edition. Fcap.Svo.Ct.M. cloth. 

RICH.— THE ILLUSTRATED COMPANION TO THE LATIN DICTIONARY 

AND GREEK LEXICON t forming a Giossary of all the Words respecting Visible Objects 
connected with the ArU, Manufactures, and STCryday Life of the Ancients. With Repre- 
senutions of nearly Two Thousand Objects from the Antique. By Anthony Rich, Jan. B.A. 
late of Cains College, Cambridge, and one of the Contributors to Dr. Smith's '* Dictionary 
of Greek and Roman Antiquities.'* Post 8vo. with about S,00O Woodcuts, Sir. cloth. 

BICHTER.~LEVANA; or, the doctrine of EDUCATION. 
Translated f^om the German of Jean Paul F^ Riehter. Post 8to. 10s. CiI. cloth. 



RIDDLE.-.LETTERS FROM AN ABSENT GODFATHER; 

Or, a Compendium of Religious iMtraetion for Young Persons. By the R er. J . E. Riddle. 
M.A. Foolscap 8ro.8f. cloth. 
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KEW WOBK8 AND NEW EDITIONS 



ENCUSH-LATW AND LATM-ENCU8H OIC- 
!«, cUeiy 0«raMa. Bf th« Bcr. J. B. BMdlc, IC.A. Nev 



RIDDLE.- A 

TIONAST, trmm tW Wm . 
IdhloB. 8v«. »«. M. etotk. 

%• 8«ii«mi«lj-^Tk«BBffliili.UtlBDIedoiur7,lfc. W.; Ika LMlB-bKlish Dktloury* Sl«. 

RIDDLE.— A DIAMOND LATIN-ENGLISH DICTIONARY. 

A GoU« t« Jk« MMolof^lOvaUtr, umI rirht AeccatuiloB of UtfaClMdcal Wat<». Br 
%U Bar. J. B. BIddle, li.A. NcwBdMoa. Ba7ainBO.4f.bMad. 

RIDDLE.— ECCLESIASTICAL CHRONOLOCYt 

Or, AaaaU of the ChrUtlaa Charch, f ran ita FoaadaCloa to tkc pretcat TIaie. Coatelalaf a 
▼icw of Geaetal Cliarcli History, aad tke Coana of Sacabr Bvaata { tka UadCa of tbc Cbarcli 
aad Ita Bdatioas to tlM Btatat Coatroreniat 1 Sacti aad Pwtlcai Ritas, lastlfatioas, sad 
Dlsdpli8a;BcelaslastlcalWritaTS,.ete. By tka Bar. J. B. BMdla, MJk. 9ro. Ite. clock. 



RTTCHIB (HOBBBT.V.RAILWAYSS 

r.wHkB 



THEIR 

CONaTRbCnmC.wltb Rcawks oa Battwa 

By BakaitBltabla.Bsq., F.B.S.,8.A.,CM1 
of CMl EaflBeers, ate. reap. 8ro. wltb WoodeaU aad 




PROCRGK. AND 
Csr tkair Ptarca- 
', Assodata of tka lasUtatioa 
•«.clatk. 



iyelaaaadia 
WMSfJaa. Foartk 



RIVERS.--THE ROSE AMATEUR'S GUDEf 

CoMaloiaff aati^ Dascriptloas of all tka iaa laadlag vsriatlaa af B 
tkdr icspactlra Pai^lasi tkeir Hlstary aad Moda of Galtara. By T, 
Edition, eorractcd sad laproved. Foolscap Sro. Cs. clatk. 

ROBINSON.-THE WHOLE ART OF MAKING BRITISH WMES, CORDIALS, 

AND LIQURURS. IN THE GREATEST PERPECTlOIf x AS ALSO STRONG AND 
CORDIAL WATERS. To wklch Is added, a Colleetloa of TalBid>la Rcdpes for Brewiaf 
Plae aad Stroaf Ales, aad Mlsccllaacoas Aitlrtes coaaccted wUk tka Piaetlco. By Jamas 
Bob InsoB. Fcsp. 8vo. 6f . dotk . 

ROBINSON (JAMES).-THE WHOLE ART OF CURING, PICKUNG, 

and SMOKING MEAT sad FISH, both la the British aad FanH« Modes. Wick auay 
asefal Miscellaacoas Baelpes, aad fall Directloas for tka Coastractloa of aa Eeoaoalcu 
Dryiaf •Cklmaey aad Appomtas, oa aa aatfaaly aaw Flaa. By Jaaias Boblasoay Blfktaea 
Taars a Practical Catar. Feap. Svo. 4s. M. dotk. 

ROOERS.->THE VEGETABLE CULTIVATOR; 

CoatalalBff a pkda aad accarate Deserlatloa of all tke dUrciaatSpadesof CaHaary VegctsMes, 
aitb tke auMt approved Metkod of Caltlvatlnf tkeai by Nataral aad ArtUcial Means, and tke 
bast Modes of CooUaf tkeai. By Joka Bofsis, aaikor af "Tka Frak CaltHator." Mav 
Bditfaia. Fools«sp8?o.7«.clotk. 



MUSICAL COMPOSITION. 



ROHNER.— A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON 

ByG.W.Bokner. 8aMU4to. 16s.elotk. Key, is. 

r «< n If Mfl emleulaUd, >p it$ HmfUettf aad cfMrasw, fo Umi Ita ffAnlMf fa m sMSfarp ^ 
ti* $eltne» tf «Mi«fr.'*~SaBday Tines. 

**Th0 9kole ka$ heem treated with great emre x II is eopfoas, A(|rAfp sdeo f{/f »-lftal Is, 
perfectly $imipU,frmwumatitalt and we have ae ik«fl#afie« la $mfi»g tiat U it one e/ the aissf 
Isaramf *aefa sasr vrMsa aa f As •rf.**—Jesn»ld's News. 

ROWTON.— THE FEMALE POETS OF GREAT BRIT AM. ,_. 

Chronologically anaaaedi witk copioas ttelectioas, aaifCritleai Raanika. By fkaderic 
B«wtoa,aatkaraf**TbaDcbatar/'etc. Shasta cr— 



••o. 14f.claik. 

ROWTON (P.>-THE DEBATER: 

Bciag a Series af can^cu Dekates, OatUaea af Dabatas,aBd Qaestloas for Discaasloa. 
WHk ample rcfercaees to tke best soerecs of lafmsMlina npoa rack partlcalar taplc» By 
Frederic Rovtoa, Lectarer oa General Liteiatare. Foolscap 8vo. 6s. clotk. 

•• Thara is oar airrff im the h—k we ihtmh sAonId he aoflard. Tha aiadsl driairs are 
tmtremelf tkart and arry laarA to the point. Argwmente aire verp f^rlp elated an eadk $Ua 
of the queetion, andehew that reference ka$ heen diligenttpmade f the hrtt modem rearers. 
The logical predomin^ea omer the splritael, aa majoe expected, and a* to ever theeaae fis 
aueh aoaetiea. 7" 
^f a nuvel hind. 



edominaiea omer the splritael, aa mat he eapeeted^ and at i» ever theeaae in 
Themueationa are e^eeedingfy amriout. and alt 9/ an intereating and manm 

t. The reader who haa no ambition to rimal the gentlemen of the bar or the 
a'enate map aetjhid agreeable reading and a briff viewo/manp important oueationa-well 
atatedt and U will be y^r«al value to manp who have as idea that muck map be aaid aa both 



aidea of a queaHom. 
eonaiaerit 



Tha ammmarlea eif argnmenta at the omd mro roatfy 
'erini th* ambJeHa ofwMek thep treat, aad mre aht§ compo$ad.''—J> 



'ml 



BANDFORD (REV. J0HN).-PAROCHIALM9 

Oc Ckarck, Sckool, aad Parlsk. By tke Rev. Joka 8aadford.B.D 
Chaplain to tke Lord Bishop of Worcester, Hon. Caaon of W 
8to. with nameroas Woodcats, Ms. cloth. 



Tlear of Daackarckf 
sad Baral Daaa. 
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8ANDFORD.-WOMAN IN HER SOQAL AND DOMESTIC CHARACTER. 
ByHrLJoluSMidfard. eUJMitioo. FoobGm^»ro.8«.claik. 

SANDFORD.-^'EMALE IMPROVEMENT. 

ByMn.JolinSaadlord. New Edition. F<iol«ci9Aro.7».elotk. 

S£A^ARD.-^|R EDWARD SEAWARD*S NARRATIVE OP HIS SHIPWRECK, 

and conieqnent DlicoTerrof certain Island* in tlie Caribbean Seas witk a Detail of wuuj 
extraordinary and higtilr Inttreiting Krenta in liis Life, from 1738 to 1749, aa written in hli 
ownlMary. Edited by MIm Jane Porter. Nenr Edition. S vela, pott 8to. SI*, eloili. 

SEDGWICK.— A HISTORY OF FRANCE ; 

From the Rarlleit Period to the Rcvtrfntloa of I84B. For the Vie of Toaaf Pcnoni and 
SchooU. Edited by the Rev. John Sedjrwich. MJi. Demy of Magdalen CoUcffe, Oxford t 
and one of the Maatera in the Ordnance School, Carthalton. Foolacap 8? o. Si. fir. cloth. 



SELECT WORKS OF THE BRmSH POETS: 

From Chancer to Wlthen . With Biographical Bhatchei, by R.Sonthey, LL.D. 
8vo. 90«. cloth ) or, with gilt edgei , 81«. 6d. 



Medium 



a MgH eomttiiment mhen we aap that me read them at one rejmM* 
love, nrotpeToma, then tmkappf, amdJtmmUf prMpereme agmim ; •/ 
</ being mimtt «oM to «ia»erjr, and thenee redeemed ftjr hramlM 
adventnree i« ettafing threngh eurrounding enemies i tif tVeU 



SELECT WORKS OF THE BRITISH POETS: 

From Ben Jonaon to Coleridge. With Biographical and Crftlcal PrefiMoa by Or. Alhin. 
A New Edition , with additional 8electlooi| from more recent Poets, by Lncy AiUn. Medium 
8to. I8«. cloth. 

•«• TkepeenHar/fdtureo/tkeaetwworki U, that the Poemi intluied are printed entire 
without mutilation or abridgment. 

SENIOR.— CHARLES VERNON : 

A Tk-aniatlantic Tale. By Lient—Colonel Henry Senior. 3 vole, pott 8ro. Slf . boardi. 

** There are oerpfew readere whoie tatte ia not eontuUed in thete volume*. We pap them 
a Ugh eomftliment mhen me aap that me read them at one refmhlng draught. Thep treat of 

Jeeajlghtamndlandjlghte— 
lag terrible peril* t •/ bold 
X Indian eomJUigratione and 
f e/ the idUne$$ and erueltp 
■treatment of the produeertt 
' om trane- to eu- at/an(lc 
_ . ^ Som«r9*t9hire and Haaue- 
«Ur«.'*~ObMrTcr. 

THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT. 

Intended aa a Birthday-Present, or Gift-Booh for all Seaaoni. Printed In Gold and Colonrt, 
In the Missal Strie ; with Ornamental Bordera i^Owen Jones, Arcliitect, and an Ulvminatod 
Frontispiece bT W. Boxall, Esq. A new edition. Foolscap 4to . in a rich brocaded silk corer, 
Slf. I or bonnd In morocco, by Heyday, fie. 

SHAKSPEARE, BY BOWDLER. 

THE FAMILY SHAKSPEARE. In which nothing !■ added tothe Original Text t bntthoae 
Words and Expressions are omitted which cannot with propriety be read akmd. By T. 
Bowdler, Esq. F.R.S. New Edition. 8to. with 96 IllastratMna |- - - - 
cloth I or, without Illustrations, 8 nds. 8to. 4/. 14«. 6d. boarda. 




after Smixko, etc.* 21«. 



SHORT WHIST: 

Its Rise, Progress, and Laws ; with the recent Decisions of the CIubs,and Observations to 
malte any one a Whist Player. Containing also the Laws of Piquet, Cassino. Ecarte, Cribbage, 
Backgammon. ByMi^orA • • • * • 1^ Edition. Towhicaareadded*PreeeptsforTyros. 
By Mrs. B • • • * • Foolscap 8vo.lr. cloth, gilt edges. 



THE COOD SHUNAMMITE. 

From the Scriptures— 2 Kings, chap. IV. 8 to S7. With Six Original Designs by A. Klein, 
and an Ornamental Border to each page, in the Missal style, br L. Gruner. Printed in 
Colours and Gold. Square fcap. 8to. uniform In sice with **^Mrraelea of our Lord," ils. in 
•slve carred eoven ; or 90$. bound In movoeeo. In the Missal style. 



«t 



Modern 



SINCLAIR.— THE BUSINESS OF LIFE. 

By Catherine Sinclair, author of "The Journey of Life.*' ** Jane Bouverie,'* 
Accomplishments," «* Modern Society,'* etc. 8 toIs. fcap. ^ro, 10s. doth. 

" The booht mithout being of a direetlp devotional eharaoter, or betomgimg to the date of 
light reeMnft eombinee teveral of the beet fturtltiea of both, and mmkeegeneral literature 
and entertaininf anecdote aerve ae handmaide to reHgioue imetrwetion. We have teen memp 
pompom* treatite* eontaining not half the talent or a tithe ^ftka knmeledge eommreeeed imta 

theae unpretending little ve/nmes.'*— Britannia. 
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NSW WOSK8 AND NEW EDITIONS 



SINCLAIRw^THC JOURNEY OF LIFE. 

Bf CMkcflM Btodrir, MMkor •§ •*T%e BmImu of life,** •«Mad«ni Sodetr,** oiaa*. 
/*«tc. NcwHitiM,c«rMCtcdMd«alMi«4. 7civ.8T«.i«.clolli. 



BIN NBTT .— BY-WAYt OF HISTORY, FROM THE TWELFTH TO THE 
SfXmNTU CXNTUBY. BjUn.rtttjAnmtiU ir9l»,fmt9f,lBi.eMk, 



n/'ttd<'IUvfc. 



THE SKETCHES) 

TkiMTdc*. Bt til* A«tk«B of •• Amr HcrhOTt," "The nai*! 
■tOM.** NcwMWm. Fcif.Svo.witkflsPlMM,8«.eIatk. 

THE RELIGION OF ANCIENT BRITAIN HKTORICALLY CONSDEREDl 

Or, • Saeelaet AccMst nf ik« Mwal Bsligfami Bystcau vUch kav« »btaiBed Is this 
Is1m4 froa the BarllMt Tlauto thm NonsMi Cvaqnmwit iadatf Bjr u lovcttintloa lato 
tka BmIj PranvM of Bnor la thm CkrIsUaa Chwck, tk« latradacOMi of th« GMpol Into 
BrilaU. Md th« 8tat« of BcUcloa la Baglaiid ittl Pomit kad gaiaad Ika ' 
nrG90tg9tmhk,r.AJB, NcwUldoa. 8T0.7«.M.elotkr 



8MrnL-.SACRED ANNALS i 
Or, BMcarcbn lato the 
•o the Death of Isaac 
eopioaaljr lUastnted 

the Heathea World. BfGeonre Sodth, F^S^A.etc. aathor of **The BcUgioa «f AaSeat 
Brilalau" etc. Crova 8vo. ICe. cloth. 



the HUtorx aad BeUgloa of Maaklad. fro» the Cteatloa of the World 

ic I dedaced Craoi the WiWmgt of Mosce aad other laaplred Aathora, 

aad coaftmed br the ancient Bccorda, IVadltleaa, aad Mfthoiogr oi 



PERILOUS TIMES I 

Or, the AgreMloaa of Aatl-Chilstlaa Error oa Serlptaral Chrletlaaltri eoaeldend la refer- 
enee to the Daagen aad Dotlea of Proteetaate. Br Georgo Sarith. F.A.8.|le»ber of the 
Bojal Asiatic Sodetf , aad of the Bojal Sodatfof Llteratan. Foobcay Svo. 6e. doth. 



SMITH (JAMES).-THE VOYAGE AND SHIPWRECK OF SAINT PAUL: 

with DlieerUtieae oa the Soaiceeof the Wrltiags of Ht. Lobe, aad the Bhlpa aad NarlfaHoa 
of the Aatleati. Br 'aaMS Sailth, Baq. of JordaahUU F.B.8. etc. Sro. with lUoetiatlTe 
^cwa, Chaiu, aad Woodcats, 14«. cloth. 

SMITH (8YDNET).~SERMONS PREACHED AT ST. PAUL'S CATHE- 

DBAL, the FoaadHaff Hoepltal, aad acveni Charehes la Loadoa i tocether with othcra 
addrened to a Conatrr CoanefaHoa. Bj the late Bar . Srdaej Smith, Caaoa Beaideatiar 7 
ofSt.PaaraCathcdfd. 8ro. &. cloth. 

THE WORKS OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH. 

Coaipriiiajr the Aathor^i Mliccllaaeoaa |WritlafB, aad Coalribatloaa to the Bdlabarf k 
Beriew. New Bditioa, withAddJtioaa. t rota. Sro. with Portrait, 86«. cloth. 

SOAMES— THE LATIN CHURCH DURMC ANCLO*SAXON TIMES. 

Bf the Ber. Henrf Soaatea, M.A., Editor of "Moeheiat's lastitotee of Ecdcaiaetical 
Uletorf.*' •ro.lde. cloth. 



SOME PASSAGES FROM MODERN HISTORY. 

Br tke Aathor of *(.I<cttcn to Uj Uakaowa Frleada,** aad "TwelTe Tean Afo." 
8ro.Ce.W. cloth. 



Foobeap 



THE SONG OF SONGS, WHICH IS SOLOMON'S. 

Fnna the H0I7 Scriptares. Beiaf the Six Chaptera of the Book of the Soof of Soloaroa, 
riehlj illaadaated , la the Mlaaal Stjle, bj Oaea Joaoa. Elcfaatlj boaad ia relJero leathei 
Inpeiial ICao. SU. 

SONGS. MADRIGALS, AND SONNETS: 

A Gatheriaf of sonte of the moet pleaiaat Flewcra of old Eafllah Poctrj. Set la Borden of 
coloared Oraaaieat* aad Vlgaettea. Sqaare foolacap 8ro., IQi. M., oraaaieatal boaida j or 
17f . boaad ia aMMoeco. 

'* A trulp trfuUtU mmi ettfmmi UitU werA. If jireaeafr m dttlght/mt mmd/rmifrmmt ^ofp, 
erronf ed wttk $mek tmdMmu tu$t0, mmd la re agrtemHe o/ena, u$ to rtndtr the Utermrm gnmt 
ttitl mw€ •Mrae«»#."-Moraiaff AdrertUer. ' 

'• TktpUen ore prtttUp cAetea, without emeepttom t end {( ft mUogethor m h—h */ eeairi 
«ad M«nr«« wikieA map JuMttfp tho imotto from tke tewe-lom Mooter Slender, who, in tMo 
«M< difiemit eriata 0/ k($ Ufe. hmd rmther thmn /ortp BhUUmgB thmt he had not mUlmid the 
eom/ort 0/ emeh m eoey aaloa .**— EwaailBer. 
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SOUTHET (ROBERT).— THE LrFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OP THE 
ULT& BOBERT SOUTHEV. Edited bj Ui Son, the Be?. Chvles CuUibert Souther, M.A. 

^ In preparation, 

SOUTHBY (ROBERT).— THE LATE MR. SOUTHEY'S COMMON- 
PLACE BOOK ; comprising hit Readini^i and CoUectioM in Uistorj, Biomphf, ManacM 
and litenture, Vojegea and Trs? eii, etc. etc. [/m tkepr*4$, 

SOUTHEY— THE DOCTOR, ETC. 

By the late Robert Sonthey. Complete in One Volnnie. Edited hj the Author*! 8on-in- 
Law, the Rer. John Wood Warter. With Portrait, Vignette Title-page, and Bnit of th^ 
Author. New Edition. Square crown 8to. Sit. cloth. 

SOUTHBY.— THE UFE OF WESLEY, 

And Rite and Progress of Methodism. By Robert Southejr, Esq. LL.D. New Edition, with 
Notes bjr the late oannelTajlor Coleridge, Esq., and Remarks on the Life and Character 
'of John Weslejfbfthe late Alexander Knox, Esq. Edited bjthe ReT. Charles Cuthbert 
Southey, A.M. Curate of Cockermouth. 2 Tols. 8to. with two Portraits, II. 8$. cloth. 

ROBERT SOUTHEY»S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS: 

Containing allthe Author's last Introdactions and Notes. Complete in One Volume, 24«. 6tf., 
with Portrait and Vignette, uniform with Byron's and Moore's Poetical Works. Medium 8to. 
Sit. cloth I or 42t. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 

Also, an Edition In 10 toIs. foolscap 8to. with Portrait and 19 Plates, Sf. lOt.; morocco, 4/. lOt. 
STABLE TALK AND TABLE TALK; OR» SPECTACLES FOR YOUNC 

SPORTSMEN. By Harry Hieorer. 3 toIb. 8to. with Portrait, 24t. cloth. 

** Th«$e Uvtlf $ketehe$ an$wer to their title verp melt. Theu have the proper tone and 
mnaffeotedneu of table talk, and the thorough eperttng hnowJedge »hieh should belong to 
talk of the atabte. Wherever Nimrod wa$ weltome. me thinh there ehould be cordial greeting 
for Harry Hieover. Hit book it eertainlp a verp clever book of itt clattf leitk many initrnC' 
five hintt, at »ell at much agreeable light-hearted reading,**— ajaaaluer. 



STEBL»8 SHIPMASTER'S ASSISTANT. 




together with Notices of other Matters, and all necessary Information for Mariners. 'New 
Edition, rewritten throughout. Edited by Graham Willmore, Esq. M.A. Barrlster-at-Law ; 
George Clements, of the Customs, London, and William TUe, author of **The Modem 
Cambist.** Sro.SBt. cloth; or S9t. bound. 

STEPHEN.— ESSAYS IN ECCLESIASTICAL BK3CRAPHY, AND ON OTHER 

SUBJECTS. Tkken from Articles which hare appeared in the ** Edinburgh RcTiew.'* 
Berised and corrected by the Author, the Bight Hon. Sir James Stephen, K.C.B. 3 vols. 
8to. X^* P^V^'fi***' 



STEPHEN.— THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 

From the Reformation to the Present Time. By Thomas Stephen, author of ** The Book of 
the Constitution," " Spirit of the Church of Rome," etc. 4 Vols, an 
Portraits, engrared on Steel, 82t. cloth. 



, 8to. with 34 highly4.&uiihed 



STEPHENS.-A MANUAL OF BRITISH COLEOPTERA ; 

Or, BEETLES : containing a Description of all the Species of Beetles hitherto ascertained to 
inhabit Great Britain and Ireland, etc. By J. F. Stephens, F.L.8. Post 8T0.14t. cloth. 

STEWART.— THE MEANS OF FACIUTATINC THE TRANSFER OF LAND: 
In Three JLcctutes. By James Stewart, Esq., of Lincoln's Inn, Barrister. Sro. it. cloth, 

THE SUITOR'S INSTRUCTOR IN THE PRACTKTE OF THE COUNTY 

COURTS t containing all the Information necessary for Conducting or Defendini; a Suit ; 
the Fees payable on each Step { Definitions of the Legal Terms used Lb the Proceedings ; an 
Abstract of the Act of Parliament ; the Rulss of Practice, etc. etc. Also a District uirec 
tory, giving the Names of all the Streets (and the number of Houses In each Street) which 
form the Bonndaries of the Metropolitan DistricU i made from an actual Perambulation 
around each i and a List of the Country Districts. Bj a County Court Assistant Clerk. 
ISmo. 4t. 64f . cloth. 

TATE.— THE CONTINUOUS HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND WRITINCS OF 

ST. PAUL, on the basis of the Acts t with Intercalary Matter of Sacred NarratiTC, supplied 
from the Sphtles, and elucidated in occasional Dissertations i with the Hor» Paulina of 
Dr. Paley, In a more correct edition, subjoined. By James Tktc,M.A. Sro. Map, 18t. cloth. 
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NEW WOBK8 AMD KBW EDITIOKS 



TATLBR (RST. CHARLB8 B.KNIAReARrr; 

Or, lb* PMfl. If lk« Bar. Ckarica B. Tk^ar , M Ji. Rttor of St. P«ter%, ChMCCr, avtkor 
•r •• LMjrIteTi or. Not of tho WorUi*' o<c. Now KdJtlOB. roobcapSvo. 6«.clotk. 

TATLER (RET .CHARLB8 B.)>LADY MARYt OR , NOT OF THE WORLD. 

By Uo Bov. Ckarlos B. Tmjltt, Boclor of M. P«tar's,Ckt«ter t aathor of *' Mwrnz«t, or the 
PcmI.** ote. Now Bditloa. Foobci^aro. witb « Ffoaciapicce ennATcd br J. Abiolon, 
••.•/.dock. 

TATL0R.-LOYOLA AND JESUTTISM. 

B7 laaoc Tkjlor. Po«t Sfo. * [/« <i« t^C^V* 



TAYLOR (JERRMTV-aiSHOP JEREMY TAYLOR'S ENTIRE WORKS: 

with tko lift of Bltkop'Htbcr. BcriMd mad eetrccted hj tke Ber. Charlea Fnge Bdefi, 
Follow^ OflolCoUcfo, Oxford. Vol. II. (Um fntia tho order of pabllcsUon) contaiaa the 
Ufe of Ckrlot. Vol. III. the Holr lAwlug ami Djimg. Vol. IV. a CoorM of Sermoas for all 
the Sandajs of the Year. Vol. V.Kplacopaej, ApolO|nr for Set Forme, ReTerenee due to 
the Altar (now Ant prlaCad ffoet a MS. reecatlf dueovered la the Uhraiy of Qoeea's 
Collogo, Ooiford), Uhertjr of Prophesflar, wad CoaAraHUloa. 8ro. Ite. Hd. eaeh, doth. 

••• To b0 MOMlefed l« Ttn F»tnmi0$, prtee l<to. •A tacA. To/. VI. eoalafofaf the 
BopcalaBe*,OoldeaQroTa, etc. f« mtmrlf rtmdf. 

THIRLWALL.— THE HISTORY OP GREECE. 

Bt the Right Rot. the Lord Biehop of 8t. David '1. A acw Bdltfon, rerteed ; with Notes. 
Veb. I. to IV. dcMj 8n>. with Map*, ISt. eaeh cloth. To be coaipleted in 8 volamee. 

••• AU^t mu MdiHom km 8 wohjemp. 99: with Vignette Tl«lrf , 2f . Sr. eUth. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS. 

Kditcd, with Note*. PhiloaopUcal, Claarieal, Hiitorlcal^aBd Biographical, hj AnthonyTodd 
Thoaitoa,MD. F.L.S.t Profeaeor vf Materia Mediea and Then^euties, and of Foreasie 
Medicine, la UaiTeriitj College, Loadoa, etc. Fcap. Sro. 1$. %4- cloth. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS. „,,.,„ 

Edited br Boltoa Coraej, Eiq. lUaatrated with Sevent7>*eTea Deilgne drawn en Wood hj 
the Meawen of the Etching Clah. Engraved by ThoBMon aad other eminent EngraTcn. 
Sqaare erowa 8ro. aaifona with "Goidsmith*! Poena," 21«. cloth { hoaad la maroeco, by 
Hayda/iaCf. 

THOMSON.-SCHOOL CHEMISTRY ; 

Or Practfeal Badimoata of the Scleace. By Robert Daada* ThoauMo, M.D. Master ia 
Sargerr ia the Uaiversity of Glaagow ; Lecturer on Chemiatiy ia the same Unlreraity 1 and 
fonnerlT ia the Medical Servlec of the Honourable East India Compaay. Foolsd^ ^o. 
with Woodcats. 7«- dotl^- 

THOMSON^^-CXPERtlMENTAL RESEARCHES ON THE FOOD OF ANIMALS, 

AND THE FATTENING OF CATTLE t wfthBemarki oa the Food of Man. Sy Robert 
Duadas nunasoa, M.D. of the Uaiversity of Glasgow. Fcap. 8to. •«. cloth. 

" The ^ueetiem of the orlfim «/ the fat ef animsle aapettn to be eempletetg reeelved bjf 
thete beautiful and elaborate e0periment$."—BexonlAMg. 

THOMSON (JOHN).— TABLES OF INTEREST, 

At Three, Four, Fonr-and-a-half, and Five per Cent., from One Po«nd to Ten Thoasand, 
aad from One to Threo Hnadrcd aad Sixty-dve Days, in a regolar progressioa of Single 
Days : with Interest at all the above Rates, from One to Twelve Months, and from One to 
Ten Years. Also, Tables shewing the Exchange on Bills, etc.etc. etc. By JohnThonuon, 
Aceoantattt. New Edition. 12mo. 8«. boond. 

THOMSON.-THE DOMESTIC MANAGEMENT OF THE SICK ROOM, 

Necessary, la Aid of Medical Treatment, for the Care of Diseaacs. Bj Anthony Todd 
Thomson, M.D. F.L.S. etc. New Edition. Post 8vo. 10s. 8d. cloth. 

TOMLINE(BISHOP).— AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OFTHEBBLE: 

Being the First Volume of the Elements of Christian Theology j containing Proofs of the 
Authenticity and Inspiration of the Holv Scriptores { a Summary of the History of the Jews 1 
an Aecouat of the Jewish Sects ; aad a brief Statement of the Coateato of the several Books 
oftheOMTastaflMat. By the late George TonillBe,D.D.F.R.8. New Edition. Foolacap8vo. 
•s.Cd.eloA. 

■"BssaesssssssaassasssasaseseaasaBaessssBsasss: 
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TOOKB.— THE HISTORY OF PRICES; 

With reference totke CaoMaoftbeir prineii»l Vulatioai.'from tlie tw 1799 to the year 
18S8, incluaWe. Preceded bj a Shetch of the Hiatonr of the Com tVpde in the last Two 
Centnriei. Bj Thomas Iboke, Eiq. F.E.S. 3 toU. 8to. 31. 8*. eloth. 



TOOKE.-THE HISTORY OF PRICES, 

And of the State of the Circulation, from 18S0 to 18C> lacloaiTe: ivith a General Beriev 
of the Cnxrencj Question, and Remarlcs on the Operation of the Act 7 and 8 Viet. c. 82 : 
belnr acontinuation of " The Hlatorj of Prices from 1793 to 1838.*' Br Thomas Tooke, Esq. 
F.B.8. 8ro.l8f. cloth. ,_ 



TOWNSEND (CHARLES).— THE LIVES OF TWELVE EMINENT JUDGES 

OP THE LAST AND OP THE PRESENT CENTURY. By W. Bharles Townsend, Esq., 
A.M. Recorder of Macciesfield, author of '* Memoirs of the House of Commons." 2 rols. 
8to. 28s. cloth. 

TURNER.— THE SACRED HISTORY OF THE WORLD, 

Attempted to be PhUoeophicaUy considered, in a Series of Letters to a Son. By Sharon 
Turner, F.S. A. and R.A.8.L. Eighth Edition, edited by the Rer. Sydney Turner. 8 vols, 
post 8ro. Sis. M. doth. 

TURNER.-.THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

From the Earliest Period to the Death of Elizabeth. By SharonTumer,Esq.F.A.8.R.A.8. 
New Editions. 13 toIs. 8ro. 81. 8*. cloth ; or, sepaiately^ 

THE HISTORY of the ANGLO-SAXONS. 8 rols. 8to. 8f. O. 

THE HISTORY of ENGLAND during the MIDDLE AGES. StoIs.Sto.SI. 

THE HISTORY of the REIGN of HENRY VIIL 3 toIs. 8ro. S6«. 

THE REIGNS of EDWARD VI., MARY, and KUZABETH. 3 rols. Svo. S3f . 

TURTON*S (DR.) MANUAL OF THE LAND AND FRESHWATER SHELLS OF 
THE BRmSH ISLANDS. A new Edition, thoroughly revised, with Addidoas. By Jobs 
Bdwanl Gray. Post 8ro. with Woodcuts, and IS cotonred Plates, Us. eloth. 

TWELVE YEARS AGO : 

A Tale. By the Author of ** Letter* to My Unknown Friends." Foolscsp 8vo. 6«. 64, doth. 

TWISS.— VIEW OF THE PROGRESS OF POLITICAL ECONOMY IN 

EUROPE SINCE THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY; being a Course of Lectures deUrered 
before the UniTersitr of Oxford, in Michaelmas Term IMS, and I<ent Term 1847. By 
TruTers Twiss, D.C.L. F.R.8. Professor of Political Economy, and Fellow of Unlrersity 
College, Oxford. 8to. 10«. M. cloth. 

URE.-DICT10NARY OF ARTS, MANUFACTURES, AND MINES: 

Containing a clear EnoaitiOB of their Principles and Practice. By Andrew Ure, M.D. 
F.R.S. M.G.S.M.A.S.Lond.) M.Acad. N.8. Philad.; S. Ph.Soc.N. Gorm.Hanov.: MulUi, 
etc. etc. 8d Edition, corrected. 8to. with 1,340 Woodcuts, 60s. cloth. 

By the same Author, 

SUPPLEMENT OF BECENTIMPROVEMENTS. SdEdiUon. 8to.14«. cloth. 

VON ORLICH (CAPT.)-TRAVELS IN INDIA, 

And the adjaceat Countries, la 1843 and 1843. By Capt. Leooold Yon Orlieb . Translated 
from the German hj H. Evans Uoyd, Esq. 3 toIs. 9n, wUh coloured Frontispieces, and 
numerous Illustrations on Wood, SSs. cluth. 

WALFORD (J. E.}— THE LAWS OF THE CUSTOMS. 

Compiled by Direction of the Lords Comadsdoners of Her Majosty's Treasurr, and pub- 
lished under the Sanction of the Commissiooert of Her Majesty's Customs ; witn Notes and 
a General Index. Editedby J. O. Watford. Esq. Solicitor for the Customs. Printed fw Her 
Mi^esty's Station eiyOflice, and published by Authority. Sro. 10s. 6tf. cloth. 

WALKER-^ELEMENTA UTURCICA ; 

Or, the Churchman's Primer, tn the Scholastic Study of the Book of Common Prayer. By 
G. A. Walker, A.M., of Christ College, Cambridge. New Edition, enthrely rearraiwed and 
considerably enlarged. Fcap. 8to. 4. M. cloth. 



WJLKER(OBO.)-CHE86 STUDIES i 

l,aOO Gums actmllr tUf^ 4«iUif Ik* iHt Half Cmtv^ t fNtealtaf > wdqva 



C«ilM«lM of CUMical aa^ BrllUMt Sp«cla«as of Cheat SMll la arcir iIm« of the Gasc, 
aM femiag aa ffacjclo>»iH« •! Rafaraaca. Bj Gaarga Walfcar. Sra. 10i.M.aawa4. 

WABDLAW.-OMCOURSES ON THE PRINCIPAL POINTS OF THE SOCMAN 
COimOVBESr— tka Ualt7 orOo4, aad tha Trinity of Paraaaa la tba Oodhaad— the Sawama 
DMalty af Jaaaa Ckrtot— cha Oactrtaa af tha Atoaaaaai,— tha ChHatlaa Ckanatar. ate. 
Sj Rain Wai4Uw,0.0. NawBdMaa. »ro.li«.clath. 

WATBRT0N.-E8SAYS ON NATURAL HISTORY, 

Cklaty OtalthalagT. Bf Charlaa Watartoat Riq., aathor of **Waadarlafa la.8o«tk 
Aaarica.** WHh aa AaloMofiaphj eftha Aatkor, aada Vlav of ITaKoa Mall. Raw iiditloa. 
Toolaear 8to. 9$. doth. 

8BCOND 8BRIB8. With CoaUaaaiioa of Mr. Watartoa*a Aatoblogiaphj. New Bdltloa. 
Fcay. tvo. vltli Vlgaatta hj T. Creawlek, A.R.A. U,%d. cloth. 

WEB8TEB.-AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF DOMESTIC ECONOMY { 

CoMBtUlM rack aaMacta aa ara aioat lauaadlataly coanacta4'wlth Moaaakaaplafft aat 
Tha Coaatractloa of^Doaiaailc SMicaa, with tha Modaa of Wanalngt Vaatilatlarf and 
Lichtlnff thaa— A Daaerlytlon of tha rariona Artlclai of Fumltara. with tha Natura of thalr 
Matarfada^Dotlaa of Sarraata, ate. ate. Bjr Thontaa Wehatar, F.O.8., ate. ate.| aisiated 
hj tha lata Ufa. Phrkaa. Maw Bdltloa. Sro. with aaarlr l»0QO Woodcata, Ma. eloth. 

WBLSFORD—MTTHRDATK MWORI 

Or. aa BaMv oa I aaaaaga. Bjr Maary Waliford, Baf . aathar of tha •* CMffa aad Raal£- 
eattoaa of tha BafUah Laagaaga.*' 8ro. lis. eloth. 

WB8TW00DrJ.0.)-AN MTRODUCTION TO THE MODERN CLASSIFI- 

CATIOBf OP INSBCTSi foaadedon thaNataml Hablu aad eompaimtlTa Orgaidntlon of 
tha dUfcraat Fhadllaa. Bf J. O.Waatwaod, F.L.S. at«. S Tola. 8to. with avmarotu 
lUaitratloaa, SI. 7«. elolh. 

WILBBRPORCB (W.) — A PRACTICAL VIEW OF THE PREVAIUNC 
RELI0IOU8 8Y8TBM8 OF PROFESSED CHRI8TIAN8, la tha Hijher aad Middle 
Claaaai la thli CoaaliT, eoatratted with Real Chriatlanltj. By WlUlam WUbarforce, Bsq. 
ICP.forthaCoaatyofYark. NewBdltfoaa. tro.8«. board*. 18bu>. 4a. M. eloth. 

WIL80N.-THE LANDS OF THE BIBLE VISITED AND DESCRIBED. 
In aa BxtaaaHra Jovracj aadartakan with apaclal refaranea to tha Promotion of Blolleal 
Raaaarch aad tha Advaacaaiant of tha Caaia of PhUaathropr. Bt Joba WUaoa, D.D. F.B.S. 
Honorary Praaideat of tha Bombay Branch of tha Royal Aaiatte 8oclaty,atc. tTola.Sro. 
with Mapa aad aamaittna lUnatratlona, II. 16f . cloth. 

WIIXOUOHBT (LADT)-SO MUCH OF THE DIARY OF LADY WIL- 
LOU6HBY aa ralataa to bar Domeatlc Hiatory, and to tha BrantlU Period of the 
xelfn of King Charlaa tha Flrat, the Protaetotata, aad tha Raatoratloa (16tt to 160) . New 
Kdltloaa. Porta 1. aad U. Bqaara foolaci^ 8to. 8*. each, boardi i or 18c. each, boaad la 
morocco, (f Ifojrdajr, 



••• Tbaaa fwa Faliunct ara ^af«f» TMrnrntrnted, aad (atrnd la tAa afjrla ^fAa ptri^d 
fa wAia4 Tba Diary rt/*T$. 

WOOD.-A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON RAILROADS, 

And Interior Commnnleatlon la General; containing namerena Baperlmeata oa the Powera 
of the Improred LocomoUre Engines, and Tablet of the eomparaUTa Cost of Conrcyance 
on Canals, Railways, and Tompihe Roads. By Nicholas Wood, Memb.Inat. CIt. Sag. ate, 
8d Edition. 8T0«wltb Plataa and Woodcata,81«.(W. cloth. . 

WOODWARD.-ESSAYS AND SERMONS. 

By the Rer. Henry Woodward, M.A., formerly of Corpns Cbrlstl Collaga.Oiford, Rector of 
Fethard, la the Diocese of Cashal. New Edition. S rola. fcap. 8?o. lis. cloth. 

ZUMPT (PROF.)— A GRAMMAR OF THE LATIN LANGUAGE. 

By C. 6. Zwnpt, Ph. D. Professor in the UniTersity, and Member of the Royal Academy of 
Berlin. Translsted bom the 9th Edition of the original, and adapted to the nse of Engtish 
StvdenU, by Lconhard Schmiti, Ph. D., Reetor of the High School of Edinbnrgb i with 
aamcrons Additions aad Corrections by tha Anthor. New Bdltloa, 8to. 14s. ckMh. 
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